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FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

TURING flowers to strew upon the bier 
-■-^ Of the old year, past and gone ; 
Bring flowers to scatter o'er the path 



\ 



EBEATA. 

Page 18, line 2, for " Dusty" read "Dusky." 

„ 49, „ n, „ "Sheens" „ "shuns." 

„ 60, „ 3, „ "the" „ "thee, sainted loved one," 
> „ 116, „ 1, „ "atree" „ "the tree." 
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The lily of majestic mien 

With coronet of gold, 
Sweet lavender and spicy thyme, 

The pride of gardens old. 

B 
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Bring autumn's gorgeous ofiferings, 

Bright asters rainbow-hued, 
The jewelled fuchsia, bonny broom, 

Clematis sweet, but rude ; 

Old English golden rod beside 

The crown Imperial, 
Both bound in loving amity 

With ivy from the dell. 

Bring winter flowers, the Christmas rose 

And blushing scarlet holly ; 
Bring Christmas cheer and Christmas friends, 

But not the Christmas folly. 
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INVITATION TO TORQUAY. 

COME to our beautiful Goshen, 
Come, come, away, 
'Tis a region of smiles and sunlight. 
Where the year is a summer day. 

Come to our beautiful Goshen, 

There's life in the balmy air 
To restore the bloom on the fading cheek 

Of the lovely and the fair. 

Come to our beautiful Goshen, 
The murmuring waves say, Come, 

As they softly kiss the pebbled shore. 
Or lave the ancient stone. 

Come to our beautiful Goshen, 

The shady groves say. Come, 
And the verdant hills and the mossy banks 

And the birds and the flowers say, Come. 

Come to our beautifiil Goshen, 
The voices you love say. Come, 

And the magic spell of the silvery tones 
Must allure to their own bright home. 

b2 
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" Inasmuch as ye have done it to the least of one of my 
brethren, ye have done it unto me." 

WOULD'ST thou drink deep from pleasure's 
purest fount, 
Whose gushing rills spread verdure o'er the arid 
Earth, and make the wilderness rejoice 
And blossom as the rose ? 
Go soothe the orphan's woe, and wipe the tear 
From misery's pallid cheek ; speak words of comfort 
To the stricken soul, bind up the broken-hearted, 
And direct the erring one to Jesus. 
Seek, by timely aid, to loosen from the emaciated 
Frame, the iron grasp of poverty. 
Whose withering clutches with tenacious hold. 
Drags its poor victim to the gates of death. 
*' Give, and it shall be given," are the words of Him 
Who gave for thee His precious life. 
For His blessed sake, cheer with thy presence. 
Like a sunbeam in the wintry gloom. 
The dark abodes of sorrow ; 
Taste the luxury of doing good, nor let thy 
Heaven-born soul e'er stoop again 
To drink the turbid stream of earth's low vanities. 



THE BISHOP AND THE BIBLE. 5 



THE BISHOP AND THE BIBLE. 

O thou hast raised thy battering rams, 
^ Dr. Colenso, 

To undermine and set at nought, 
The work that God's own hand hath wrought, 
And whose foundations, strong and sure, 
'Midst falling worlds shall stand secure. 

Surely thou didst not count the cost. 

Dr. Colenso, 
When thou didst think thy arm alone 
Could ever make 
Truth's crystal edifice to shake, 
Which, God be praised. 
Though on the earth, to heaven is raised. 
By an almighty skill and care. 
And fastened there 
To the eternal throne. 

And dost thou then imagine. 

Dr. Colenso, 
That thy small talk, 
Such wisdom and such grace can baulk, 
As for our comfort and instruction shines 
In those Divine appointed lines. 



6 CEUMBS FROM THE TABLE OP THE MUSES. 

Our beacon fire, our refuge ark, 
Our lamp, celestial, heavenly, pure. 
Our standard, and our charter sure. 
The rudder of our little bark ? 

Oh, wandering star, 

How pales thy light 

Beside that galaxy, so dazzling bright. 

To whom wafi given. 

By God from heaven, 

Wisdom to write 
What none but the eternal mind 

Would dare to indite. 

The glittering host confounds the finite mind, 

Nor can our numbers ever hope to find 

Words for the computation vast. 

Of all the countless myriads past, 

Of patriarch, prophet, saint and seer 

Who, in imagination's eye, 

Come sweeping downward from the sky I 

To avenge a cause so dear. 

And first methinks, 
In meek defiance to confront his foes. 
Is he the noble one, who chose 
To share the sorrows and disgrace 
Of Israel's persecuted race, 
Eather than sit on Egypt's throne 
And call her diadem his own. 
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Tkis Moses, whom God chose to be 
The prince of legislators — 
He who led the innumerable host 
Of Israel to fair Canaan's coast, 
Where David, valorous and strong. 
In sweet seraphic strains of song 
And lyrics of harmonious thought 
Spoke of the wonders God had wrought. 
And miracles of power for those 
The seed of Abraham, whom He chose. 
And promised they should surely be 
Innumerable as the sands 
That girt the trackless sea. 



But time and words would fail to tell 

Of all the myriads in the past, 

Of all who in the present haste 

By tongue and pen, by word and deed, 

To show, in this the time of need. 

Zeal for a cause they love so well ; 

And shall not such an army, led 

By Jesus, as their living head, 

With every heart and hand combined, 

Such sophistry give to the wind ? 

Yes, for tlie fiat has gone forth. 

From east to west, from south to north, 

Thus saith the Lord, 

My written word 

Shall stand secure. 
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Beyond the time, beyond the hour, 
When by Divine command and power. 

Time's knell shall toll, 
The requiem of its dying day. 

And like a scroll 
The heavens and earth shall pass away. 
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A MOTHER'S TRIBUTE. 

TO THE MEMOBY OP A BELOVED DAUGHTEB, L. J. J., 
WHO DIED AFTER A FEW HOURS* ILLNESS. 

" Her san went down at noon." 

NO, not dead, impossible, 
That rounded cheek, and dimpled hand. 
The slightly parted lips, through which 
The warm soft breath so lightly came 
As scarce to make a rose leaf flutter ! 
Tell me it is not true ; no, you mistake. 
Not dead, tread softly. 
She will wake again, and smile her own 
Sweet smile. It was but yesternight, I saw 
Her in all the joy of young dear life. 
Maternal life, with her loved little ones. 
Singing, as was her wont, a lesson song 
'*The better land,** or ''Never part again," 
And the sweet chorus of their clear young 
Voices, sounded like angel music ; 
Then came the precious nightly kiss. 
Which given and received, the little feet 
Slowly retired, each to their quiet bed. 
To lisp the evening prayer ; thus passed 
The children's hour, then came the mother's, 
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With the luxury of rest, but still to talk 

And plan for her dear loved ones. 

Something to be done to-morrow or next week, 

Ah ! little thinking what sometimes a day 

Brings forth ; again she sang aud played, 

Not with a low soft cadence, as before ; 

Now the soul of music shone in her 

Brilliant eyes, and mantled the clear 

Olive of her cheek with carmine, 

And her dulcet voice charmed all to silence. 

And this was only yester-night, 

Just one short day, and now you say she's gone: 

Listen ! was that a sigh, or the sad moaning wind ? 

Oh ! I must watch, sure she will wake again. 

And toy with her dear May, her youngest darling, 

And let her raven locks, in the dear strife. 

Entangle with her child's of golden hue. 

Whose ringing laugh leaves its sweet echoes 

In my heart long time. 

But oh, it is a dream, and now I wake. 

To the sad stern reality, — that narrow bed. 

This darkened room, the icy chill that 

Creeps through every vein, as agonised I gaze, 

Upon that marble brow, that pallid cheek, 

And the long silken fringes that hide 

Her eloquent eyes ; all, all proclaim too true . 

The jewel case is empty, and the spirit gone 

To God who gave it. You say she knew 

That death had marked her for his prey, 

And asked the Lord to pardon all her sins. 
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And when the dews of death lay cold upon 
Her brow, she whispered, ** Going to heaven.'' 
Then impatient mercy, eager to rescue from 
The spoiler's hand, cut short the work, severed 
Each earthly tie, and waiting angels bore her up 
To heaven, while all amazed, we gaze upon her 
Flight, adore all-saving grace, and wish her joy. 
Farewell, beloved one, ** Thy sun went down at noon, '' 
But we sorrow not as those who have no hope. 
We trust the tender Shepherd let thy weary feet 
Into the promised land. 
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ASPECTS OF WINTER. 

r 1 1HE glad spring is coining, 
-*^ Is coming from far, 
I see the faint light, 

Like a glimmering star, 
I hear her sweet chimes. 

In the melodies round, 
And many a trace 

Of her footsteps are found. 

Father Winter to abdicate, 

Seems quite resigned. 
Although very seldom 

He's long in one mind ; 
If he's smiling to-day 

He is frowning to-morrow. 
And a morning quite fair 

Brings an evening of sorrow 

He shows you a primrose. 

To make you believe 
He loves charming spring. 

But 'tis all to deceive ; 
And often when violets 

He strews in your way, 
I He is holding behind him 

His ice-wolves at bay. 
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Yet the lambs they are frisking, 

And purling the stream, 
The robins are singing, 

The meadows are green, 
A bee, in fur jacket, 

Comes out to report 
If others may venture. 

For food or for sport. 

But beware, brother bees, 

To leave your abode, 
For though Winter may loiter. 

He's still on the road ; 
And when he is come. 

He will soon show you how 
He makes the snow drift. 

And the ice wind to blow. 

How he stops the sweet music of tinkling rills. 
And sounds his storm-clarion over the hills. 
Then the violets will lie in a snowy grave. 
And the robin warble a mournful stave. 

All nature yields to the ice-king's sway. 
For he dares even shroud the monarch of day 
With his blinding sleet and his pelting hail. 
His icicle spear, and coats of mail ; 
He binds old ocean's flowing mane 
And throws on his neck his icy rein. 
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In his arctic palace, 

Suspended high, 
His aurora flames 

In the evening sky, 
With its brilliant flashes, 

And jets, and spires. 
Its rainbow hues 

And mimic fires. 

Thus winter is grave, 

And winter is gay. 
Stern when at work. 

And bright when at play ; 
All controlled by the wise 

Omnipotent hand 
Of unlimited power 

And supreme command. 
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ENGLAND'S JUGGERNAUT. 

/^H, would that thou, my country, 
^^ Had no plague-spot on thy breast, 
No flaw to dim thy lustre,' 

Seen by those who love thee best ; 
No easily besetting sin. 

No cloud upon thy sky. 
No cause for taunt or scoffing 

By many a passer-by. 

Thy Juggernaut, England, 

Is rolling, rolling on ; 
And one by one his victims come 

From out the moving throng. 
Till thousands upon thousands 

Self-immolated lie ; 
Too little, alas, heeded. 

By busy passers-by. 

And to those deluded wretches. 

No credit can be given. 
That they do it, like the heathen, 

To gain a right to heaven ; 
For the reckless English drunkard. 

Although he knows it well. 
Deliberately sinks 

Into the lowest hell. 
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Oh ! could but those who legislate 

See at the latest hour, 
The tavern and the beer-shop, 

They would know the monster's power; 
And hesitate, perhaps. 

To lure the victims on. 
By licensing the dens 

Where Satan holds his throne. 

Or could they sometimes follow them. 

When dazzling morning comes. 
Reeling with bloated visage. 

To their dismantled homes ; • 
The misery seen there 

Would surely make them think 
Of the woe pronounced on those 

*' Who give their neighbours drink. '* 

To arms, then, British Christians, 

Come lend a helping hand. 
Till from the curse of drunkenness, 

We free our native land ; 
Let prevention be our watchword. 

Prevention be our cry ; 
Oh ! pray and labour till we bring 

The blessing from on high. 
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TO A VASE OF PRIMROSES IN BLOOM. 

"\7"E beautiful children of spring, 
-■- On which I admiringly gaze, 
How oft a remembrance ye bring 
Of past scenes, through memory's haze. 

Of fellowships sacred and pure, 
Of friendships unbroken by time, 

Now only suspended awhile. 
To be perfect in regions sublime. 

Of voices melodious and dear, 
When you were the theme of the song, 

Sweet strains that will never again 
A pleasing enchantment prolong. 

But music more ravishing still, 
And a new song, more tender and true, 

Where tears and regrets never come, 
Awaits, Zion's pilgrim, for you. 

But while I'm a sojourner here. 
Ye beautiful stars of the spring, 

With affection most fervent and true, 
Your praises I willingly sing. 

c 
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GREENHOUSE FLOWERS. 

1. THE DOUBLE BRUGMANSIA. 

TpAIREST of all the daughters of the 

•^ Dusty earth, thou art among the 

Loveliest of Queen Flora's train ; 

Peerless and Queenlike, in the bright day 

Of thy fair summer life, without a freckle 

Or a spot ; with bell -like form of perfect symmetry ; 

Thy texture like to woven rays of light, 

Thou lookest like a pure and holy thing 

Fit for the bowers of Eden ; thy fair head bent 

Down in token of humility, thy odorous 

Breath meanwhile pervading the soft 

Evening air with charming perfume ; 

Flower with these many graces, we would 

Fain attach to thee a perpetuity that nought 

On earth, can boast ; but, alas, the worshippers 

At beauty's shrine soon mark on thy fair 

Bosom the plague spot of decay, for thou 

Must mingle dust to dust with all thy 

Smiling sisterhood, and creation's long 

Continued groan, joins a faint echo 
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To thy parting sigh. 

But angel hope points to another 

Garden and a purer air, 

Where fadeless flowers regale the happy spirits 

In that immortal land, with odours 

Which earth's happiest climes cannot conceive ; 

And these joys await, all the blest 

Followers of the Christ of God. 



c 2 
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GREENHOUSE FLOWERS. 

2. THE PLUMBAGO. 

FLOWER, hast thou stolen thy delicate hue, 
From the evening sky, so pale and blue ? 
Or the tint of the morning, cold and grey, 
Hast thou been out early and brought away ? 

Thou art fair and fragile, lovely thing, 
A souvenir from departed spring. 
With her sister summer to take thy place. 
Repaying her care with thy pensive grace. 

Thy slender stem seems ill-fitted to bear 
Any roughness, but thou art sheltered here, 
And I love to see thy fair head rest 
On the sturdy oleander's breast. 

As I see thee now, thy clusters bending. 
O'er the gorgeous rose-coloured beauty, lending 
Her firm support to succour thee. 
Sweet type of dependence and purity. 

When first four years ago, with pleasure, 
I' called thee my choicest floral treasure, 
Death came and darkened that summer day 
By taking a dearer treasure away. 
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And now, though still admiringly, 

Sweet flower, I always gaze on thee. 

With thy rare beauty blends saddened feeling. 

And memory wakes, past scenes revealing. 

But thou dost speak to my heart of another 
And a better land, where all together. 
If we have served thy Maker and ours. 
Shall be in a land of unfading flowers. 
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THE PICNIC. 

COME away, for the rosy morning 
Has wakened the slumbering night. 
Drawn aside the misty curtain 
And poured in a flood of light. 

Come away, there's a tone of gladness 

In Nature's voice to-day ; 
Bid adieu, then, to care and sadness ; 

Come to the hills, come away. 

Where the golden gorse is flinging 
Her wealth of rich perfume ; 

Where the heath in the breeze is rustling. 
And the purple violets bloom. 

Come away, where the fragrant lindens 
Hang their tasselled drapery. 

And the honey bees are making 
Their dreamy melody. 

And there the sweet, sweet woodbine 
Has woven a sun-proof bower. 

Where, in delicious coolness. 
We'll spend the noontide hour. 
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Then away, away to the hill-side, 

Where the sprite and the fairies meet, 

And dance in the emerald circle 
Made by their tiny feet. 

Come, too, where the wild clematis, 

To form a grateful screen, 
Shakes out her silver tresses 

Over her mantle green ; 

And there, with glad thanksgiving. 

We'll eat of bounties given 
By the never-ceasing kindness 

Of our Father who is in heaven. 

And when the sunset glory 

Fades into soft moonlight. 
And the earth is gently cradled 

In the arms of silent Night ; 

And the twinkling stars are marshalled 

Each in its place on high, 
Just as they were when Adam gazed 

First on the evening sky, 

In grateful adoration 

We'll wend our homeward way, 
Rejoicing in the mercies 

Of another pleasant day. 
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TO C. E. B. 

*• Meet me in the woods, love, 
'Tis sweet to steal away." 

ItyrEET me in the woods, love, 
-^-M^ In the grey and misty morn, 
And hear the linnet's matin-song 
From her lodging in the thorn. 

Meet me in the woods, love. 

Close to the little rill 
Which murmurs pleasantly along. 

By the side of Cowslip Hill. 

Meet me in the woods, love — 



The beautiful and free — 
Where peer and peasant roam at large, 
In gladsome liberty. 

Meet me in the woods, love. 

To hear a concert there, 
When the sweet voices of the birds 

Are mingling in the air. 

Meet me in the woods, love, 

In the calm twilight hour. 
When Eve's soft finger shuts the eye 

Of every little flower. 
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Meet me in the woods, love, 

When the voices of the night. 
With holy influence do hush 

All danger and affright. 

Let others boast their promenade 

In parks or by the sea, 
The terrace or the esplanade, 

But the woods, the woods for me ! 
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TO APRIL. 

OH, April ! lovely April ! 
With the garland on thy brow 
Of the violet and primrose 

And the budding hawthorn bough. 
Coming smiling through thy tears 

We hail thee with delight, 

As the harbinger of other days 

Both beautiful and bright. 

Oh, April ! fickle April ! 

With thy sunshine and thy showers, 
Thy breath of soft, sweet perfume 

From the many-coloured flowers : 
Oh, April ! fickle April ! 

I love thy changeful face. 
With its varying lights and shadows 

Of beauty and of grace. 

Bright, but inconstant April, 

How like art thou to life ! 
Now gay with joy and sunshine. 

Now dark with care and strife. 
But the beauteous bow of promise. 

Like a halo round thy brow. 
Speaks in comfort to the Christian 

Of a better life than now. 
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I see thee in re-vision. 

In days long since gone by, 
In life's drama then enacted 

Beneath thy checkered sky, 
Mixed with infant forms of beauty 

And childish prattle, heard 
Mingled in joyous chorus 

With the song of early bird; 

But earthly pleasure's sunbeams 

Too quickly pass away ; 
Even the sweet remembrance 

Is often loth to stay ; 
But in the land of promise. 

No changeful April sky 
Will painfully remind us 

How soon our comforts die. 

No, there for ever blooming 

Are flowers of joy and peace, 
Whose beauty and whose fragrance 

Shall never, never cease. 
Look up, believing pilgrim, 

'Tis but a little while. 
And you shall be rewarded 

With your Lord's approving smile. 
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FLOWERS. 

I LOVE the flowers, for in their midst 
I passed my infancy, 
And my mother's voice and the flowers were then 
My child-heart's Deity. 

They spoke a language to her heart, 

They have since done so to mine ; 
And the truths they silently impart 

Are holy and divine. 

For in their innocence so pure 

They point to One above, 
Who when on earth displayed to man 

Divine embodied love. 

For this I seek the gentle flowers. 
As with upturned eyes they greet me, 

And fain would spend the sunny hours 
Where everywhere they meet me. 

Where incense-breathing violets coy 

Amid the leaves are hiding, 
And primrose pale and celandine 

With daisies are abiding. 
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Where drowsy buds, enwrapped in leaves, 

In mossy cradles cluster ; 
Till, wakened by the sun's bright beams, 

They gem the earth with lustre. 

But more, still more, than these I seek 

Above the brown earth peeping, 
The pearly drop that meekly smiles. 

When all the rest are sleeping. 

How often in my childish glee 
O'er the crisp snow lightly treading, 

With eager haste I've run to see 
If my snowdrop roots were budding. 

And still though years have passed away, 

I hail their re-appearing. 
And gaze upon their pensive bells 

With extacy of feeling ; 

For they herald all the flowery band 

Who fill our homes with gladness, 
And none are fairer in the land, 

Than my snowdrops in their sadness. 
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A RAMBLING RHYME. 

ABOUT THE BAIN IN THE YEAR 1860. 

OH dear ! oh dear ! 
What a watery year ! 
Aquarius weeping, 
Old Sol sleeping ; 
And we can't tell the reason why ! 

We hailed sweet Spring returning, 
And laid aside our mourning 

For Father Winter dead ; 
But the maid was sad and tearful — 
Looking sorrowful and fearful 

At the cloudy sky o'erhead. 

Then we thought that laughing Summer 

The old rain-god would win 
To spare us his libations 

Till the fruit was gathered in. . 
But he bellowed loud 
From a thunder-cloud. 
And drenched poor June to the skin. 

And then came golden Autumn, 

To cheer us with a song ; 
But she brought us not the sunshine 

We waited for so long. 
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The merry birds were joyless, 

The flowers forgot to bloom ; 
And the butterfly too early 

Has found a watery tomb. 

Eventful year, what stirring scenes 

Are written on thy pages ! 
'Tis well thou shouldest weep, 
For when thou art asleep 

Thou surely wilt be reckoned with the dark 
ages. 

The sympathising skies 

Are mingling tears with mournful Syria's 
weepers ; 
And Britain's thousand eyes 

Have pitying turned towards the murdered 
sleepers. 

And now, old year, farewell ! 

What more thou wilt disclose we cannot tell. 

To Him who crownedst thee 

With mercies rich and free, 

We leave our destiny ; 
For He doeth all things well. 
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FOOTPRINTS OF BEAUTY. 

"jDEAUTIFUL region, bright and fair, 

-■-^ Beautiful sunshine and balmy air ; 

Beautiful villas on verdant hills, 

Beautiful meadows and murmuring rills ; 

Beautiful trees in summer array, 

Beautiful walks for the close of the day ; 

Beautiful rocks with mosses and fern, 

Beautiful homes for the wanderers' return ; 

Beautiful bay like a mirror of light, 

Beautiful waters, sparkling and bright. 

Gentle and calm and stilly and quiet. 

Or rushing and tossing and making a riot. 

Beautiful birds and beautiful flowers. 

Singing and twining o'er Eden-like bowers ; 

Beautiful avenue ancient and hoary, 

Beautiful archway the abbey's chief glory ; 

Beautiful Babbicomb nestling so cozy 

'Mid beautiful cottages ivied and rosy ; 

Beautiful Watcomb, grand and austere, 

Where winter sits crouching with aspect severe. 

Beautiful Cockington, palace of nature. 

Where she gathers her minstrels to praise the creator ; 
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Where roses and woodbine most lovingly twine, 
And the violet lists to the grasshopper's chime. 
Enjoy then these beautiful things while you may, 
You cannot retain them, they're hastening away ; 
They are types evanescent of glories to come, 
Prepared for the righteous in heaven their home ; 
Enjoy them in measure, be pober and pray. 
You may lay up those treasures that fade not away. 



• 



\) 
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SUMMER. 

HOW beautiful is summer, when the bee is on the 
wing, 
And in the clustering hazel boughs the linnets sit 

and sing. 
Bright joyous days of gladness, the weary heart to 

cheer 
And chase the shades of sadness from the anxious 
brow of care. 

How beautiful the fields, in their jewelled robe of 

green, 
And the landscape in the sunset, all dressed in golden 

sheen, 
The sparkling silver fountain, in the cool delicious 

shade, 
And the lonely streamlet murmuring through the 

green and verdant glade. 
How beautiful at morning on some eminence to stand. 
And view with grateful feelings our happy native 

land. 
In sweetest peace reposing beneath His gracious eye, 
Who watches o'er His Israel from His dwelling place 

on high. 
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How beautiful the yellow gorse in martial panoply, 
The lilac and the guelder rose in her pure white 

array, 
And golden tressed laburnum her silent watches 

keeping 
Over the infant rosebuds who are sweetly sleeping. 

How beautiful the happy homes where England's 

sons are reared, 
But more happy still and hallowed where God is 

loved and feared. 
Where at morning and at evening is heard the voice 

of prayer, 
Commending every loved one to a Father's tender 

care. 

We see no ruined villages, no scorched or blasted 

trees, 
No shouts and groans are wafted on the fragrant 

evening breeze, 
Oh God, we humbly thank Thee Thou hast spared our 

guilty land 
From the desolating scourge of Thy sin-avenging hand. 



d2 
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GREENHOUSE FLOWERS. 

3. JTSTICIA IX BUD. 

FLOWER, thoa art dull and sober 
Li thy joathfol days. 
With carious cone-like bads, 
^Vhere sheath on sheath, of glossy green 
And Yelvet-looking brown, is laid 
With wonderfol precision, by Thy 
Maker's hand ; bat, thoagh beaatifol 
This singalar display of an Almighty skill, 
Thoa dost not mach attention gain. 
Far less the admiration so lavishly 
Bestowed on thy fair compeers. 
Delicate balsams, or more lovely heaths. 
With passion-flowers of beauty indescribable. 
Twining with fond embrace in graceful 
Wreaths round ragged passionless natures. 
Investing them with charms which 
Nature had denied ; or else, perchance. 
Drooping till its fair petals touched thy 
Swarthy cheek, and made thee beautiful 
By contrast. 
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JUSTICIA IN FLOWER. 

T 1 1HOU rare dark beauty, decked with roseate 
-■- Streamers, thou did'st give no promise 
Of this grand display, when in the sober 
Costume of thy childhood ; 
Now thou can'st vie with all the brilliant 
Concourse of Queen Flora's court. 
Thy stately head, so proudly carried, and so 
Lavishly adorned. Flower, we may learn 
From thee a useful lesson, not to neglect the 
Sober thoughtful child, the unattractive one. 
Who has no winning ways, save in his mother's eyes ; 
Her skilful love detects the embryo of an 
Intellect, whose powers will one day yet 
Surprise the careless ones, who hardly deign to cast 
A passing glance on the pale child, whose earnest 
Eyes seem made alone, they say, for books and flowers 
And such-like moping things, but his mother 
Ponders in her heart the strange wise sayings 
Of her cherished one, and through the vista of 
Long-coming years, she looks with all a 
Mother's love, a mother's pride, and sees that 
Young fair head crowned with the honours 
Due to genius and to fame, and then she 
Lifts to God an earnest prayer, that his 
Best honour and his brightest fame 
May be from love to God and to his neighbour. 
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WINDOW PICTURES. 

TTOW elegant and chaste, exclaimed a passer-by, 

-*— ■- As he gazed through the bright crystal, with 
a pleased and sparkling eye, 

So artistic in design, so tasteful in display, 

And of glass and china articles so goodly an array ; 

Those vine leaves, with their tendrils green, how 
lightly do they bear 

The gilded cups, where fancy sees the red wine spark- 
ling there, 

While those sustain, with equal grace, rich Eastern 
vases rare. 

Fit ornament for drawing room or elegant boudoir. 

Where fairy forms, and music's charms, and fragrant 
flowers abide, 

Where skies are bright and hearts are light and 
nought of woe betide. 

There, mounted up, 'bove vase and cup, are pen- 
dant lustres gleaming, 

From which on some gay evening the waxlights will 
be streaming. 
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Where many a smile doth hide awhile that the heart 

beneath is breaking, 
While the dazzling rays go on to blaze as if there 

was no weeping. 
Ifext, kneeling 'neath the vine shade, is little 

Samuel, 
And Cupid, with the arrows sharp he loves to use 

so well. 
And Una, calm and beautiful, beguiling with her 

smiles 
The lion-heart so noble she has taken in her wiles. 
Behind is seen, in golden sheen, a tray of small 

dimensions. 
To cheer our friend poor No. 1, a man of small pre- 
tensions. 
And here our fancy paints a scene of single life so 

dreary, 
An atmosphere so chilling as to have nothing cheery. 
No gentle hand is on his arm, no loving smile to 

greet him, 
No little feet are pattering in joyful haste to meet 
him. 
A little further Ceres stands 
With golden grain in both her hands ; 
And infant Hercules gigantic. 
And Bacchus, looking almost frantic ; 
Lasses and swains in Parian marble, 
And birds that never mean to warble ; 
Dumb dogs and lions quite millennial, 
With lambs in grass always perennial ; 
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Extinguishers in garb of monk and nun, 
Who light a candle to put out the sun. 
Two lovers, sitting side by side, 
Under an elm-tree spreading wide, 
No looks askance, no frowns are there. 
On those young faces calm and fair. 
Alas ! how many again would be 
Lovers sitting under a tree ! 
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THE BAZAAR. 

/^OME buy, come buy, fair ladies and all, 
^^ The choicest collection is seen at each stall, 
Ornamental and useful of both, a display, 
So adapted for each you'll not see every day ; 
See this lovely wax fruit, how true to the life, 
One could fancy to cut that fine peach with a knife, 
And these beautiful flowers, why really they seem 
To be only just gathered, the leaves are so green. 
Then here's crotchet by wholesale, and bookmarks, 

why more 
Than I'm sure I could count, if I staid here an hour ; 
Here's a row of small frocks, and tiny pelisses. 
And brown Holland aprons, just out of their creases ; 
Here are mats for the million, all colours and sizes, 
From Dublin and London, from Bath, and Devizes ; 
Mats crotchet, mats knitted, mats tufted and mossy. 
Mats with aud without beads made all crissy crossy ; 
Piano mats, foot mats and mats for the door, 
Straw mats for the table and wool for the floor. 
Then come pincushions, pincushions both small and 

large. 
Beady drawn up in files to await their discharge ; 
But amidst all the tape and needles and cotton. 
The dolls, my young friends, must not be forgotten. 
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Here's a servant and baby, all dressed for a walk. 

And a dear little one just beginning to talk, 

Oh dear no, I mean one would really think so. 

It looks so intelligent. Now we must go. 

To look at the baskets so many and various. 

To examine them all would certainly weary us ; 

Here are work baskets, pincushion baskets. 

And some, filled vrith sweets for the children to take 

^vith them home, 
Here are moss baskets, bead baskets, baskets of 

wafers. 
Here are flower baskets, fruit baskets, baskets for 

tapers ; 
Tidy baskets, and baskets for pence and for keys. 
And others with which you can do as you please ; 
Then follows perfumery, books, and engravings. 
With pictures in frames, and toy banks for savings ; 
Here are ink, stands, and folios, pencils and paper. 
And neat little stands, with matches and taper ; 
Here's a bird in a cage, watch pockets and stands. 
Bracelets, brooches, and garters, with gloves and 

glove bands, 
A leather-work frame, fire screens, and settees. 
With slippers, to give you both comfort and ease, 
Silk aprons for ladies, for gentleman guards. 
And a long list of articles fit for rewards ; 
Here are bonnets and hoods for all sorts of babies. 
And night-caps and day-caps for all sorts of ladies ; 
Here are collars of crotchet, and collars of lace, 
A penknife and handsome fruit knife in a case ; 
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Here are meshes and needles for knitting and netting, 
And Eau de Cologne, to cure you when fretting ; 
Here's Eva and Topsy, the one fair and bright 
Like a sunshiny morning, the other like night 
In her mantle of sable, except that her eyes 
Are seen like two stars in the dark murky skies. 
Now, here's last, but not least, the confectioner's 

stall, 
A comer that's known, I suppose, to us all; 
Here's plain and substantial, and costly and rare, 
Prepared and arranged with the greatest of care ; 
Here's flesh, and here's fowl, but no fish do I see. 
Old English roast beef, but no fricassee. 
As also mince pies, and mutton pies too. 
And tarts of all sorts, drawn up for review ; 
Next, sponge cakes, and rock cakes, and rice cakes 

appear. 
And Brunswicks and pound cake are seen in the 

rear. 
Then Bath buns and Chelsea buns, queen cakes and 

whigs. 
Macaroons, ratafees, raisins, almonds, and figs. 
Also biscuits too numerous to mention in rhyme, 
Tea, cofiee, and cocoa, but not any wine ; 
Custards, ices, and jellies, blanc mange, and a trifle. 
And a twelfth cake, adorned with a drum and a rifle; 
But my theme is exhausted, so, what shall I say. 
But make my obeisance, and wish you good day. 
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VIOLETS IN NOVEMBER. 

STRANGERS from the vanished spring, 
Whither are ye wandering ? 
Loving pilgrims hand in hand. 
Have ye left the flowery strand, 
And your straying footsteps bent. 
Hither into banishment ? 
Know ye not 'tis winter time. 
Children of a genial clime 

Spirits from immortal bowers, 
Visiting this world of ours, 
Purple mantled beauties dyed, 
Where celestial hues abide ; 
Looking forth with gentle eyes. 
Longing for your native skies, 
Hide ye near my heart and be 
Like sweet thoughts of heaven to me. 

Nurslings fair of innocence. 

Captivating soul and sense, 

Ye in perfect beauty tell 

Of your great original ; 

Fold your wings, empurpled wings, 

And to the celestial springs, — haste ye ! 

Ah, your beauties fade. 

And I mourn you loved ones dead. 

Ah, alleviate my pain. 

Promise ye will come again. S. H. 



HYMNS. 
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" Cozne let us worship and bow down, 
Let ns kneel before the Lord onr maker/' 

COME to the hallowed spot, the house of prayer, — 
Come, Christian brethren, meet the Saviour there, 
He waits your souls to satisfy, and feed 
Your longing minds with heavenly living bread. 

Come, leave your anxious cares and busy toil, 
And rest with Jesus in His courts awhile ; 
His own still voice shall bid a heavenly calm 
Steal o'er your spirits here, like healing balm. 

Come, contrite soul, whose spiritual sight 
A glimmering sees of saving heavenly light ; 
It is in Zion Jesus loves to dwell. 
And there displays His power to save and heal. 

Come, stricken and bereaved one, come and taste 
The consolations of His boundless grace. 
He does not willingly afllict nor grieve. 
But smites the idol that the soul may live. 

Come, ye young aspirants for learning's seat. 
And lay your wisdom at the Saviour's feet ; 
For all your minds can grasp will worthleai be 
Unless your interest in Christ you see. 
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Come, idlers, pleasure-takers, ye who waste 
The precious hours, and rush with fearful haste 
To break the holy law that God has given — 
Oh ! come and learn how you may go to heaven. 

Come, bold transgressors, you who have defied 
The living God, and in your sinful pride 
Blasphemed His name, repent, repent, and come, 
The Saviour's voice proclaims there yet is room. 

Come, all of every sex and every age, 
And in the work of prayer and praise engage ; 
Come worship in His temple, come and pray 
For grace to sanctify the Sabbath Day. 
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HAPPINESS. 

TTTHAT ! perfect happiness on earth ? 

^ ^ This sterile soil could ne'er give birth 

To a plant so passing fair ; 

A heavenly gift from God above, 

Born in the genial clime of love, 

It ne'er could blossom here. 

The blasts of passion and of strife. 
The billowy waves and storms of life, 

But ill befit this flower ; 
Its tender form in peace enshrined 
Perpetually sheens the mind 

Where cloudy tempests lower. 

In vain would proud philosophy 
And erring reason's dubious ray 

This happiness secure ; 
Blighted and faded are their powers, 
Akin to a wreath of withering flowers, 

False, changeable, impure. 

Religion is the only way, 
The only road to perfect day 

And happiness divine ; 
Religion sheds a radiance round 
And by its light the path is found 

Where peace and love entwine. 

E 
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A TRIBUTE OF RESPECT. 

TO THE MEMOBY OF JAMES S^EBIDAN KNOWLES, ESQ. 

SWEET peace be to thy memory, thou venerated 
friend, 
And peace to those bereaved of thee may God in 

mercy send ; 
We thank our heavenly Father thy suflferings now 

are past. 
And through His loving kindness thou art safe in 
heaven at last. 

Yet we cannot but lament thee, now thou art gone 

away. 
For thy presence was like sunshine in the dark and 

gloomy day ; 
Thy frank and kindly greeting, thy genial happy 

smile, 
How often we have found it sad moments to beguile. 

And yet we have not lost thee thou'rt only gone 

before. 
And we hope again to meet thee where partings are 

no more ; 
Where pain is lost in pleasure, and sorrow turned to 

joy, 

And serving God with perfect hearts shall be our 
blest employ. 
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While we admire the talents that graced thy fertile 

mind, 
We mostly would extol the grace with which they 

were combined, 
Which made thee **poor in spirit," and taught thee 

to resign 
The honours and caresses of a world no longer thine. 

Hadst thou obeyed the impulse of thy warm and 

generous heart 
The poor would of thy substance have had the greatest 

part. 
For never when applied to for sympathy or aid 
Didst thou resist the pleading, and pass *'by the other 

side." 



Thou didst hear thy Master saying, '* Work while 'tis 

called to-day," 
And how thou didst respond to it let those who knew 

thee say ; 
And if the world misjudged thee, as sometimes it 

will do. 
The Saviour knew thy motives, and will reward them 

too. 

Thou didst find the *'Ilock of Ages" to be thy 

strength and stay, 
When thy spirit from its earthly house was hastening 

away. 

e2 
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" My only hope is Jesus," was the testimony given. 
When entering the dark valley that led thee up to 
heaven. 

FarcAvell, beloved and honoured, may thy remembrance 

be 
Like the smell of fragrant incense whene'er we think 

of thee. 
Farewell, till called by Jesus to leave this house of 

clay. 
We rise prepared for glory unto eternal day. 
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A TRIBUTE OF RESPECT. 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE REV. J. KINGS. 

THY work is finished, faithful one, 
Come now and take thy crown ; 
Thus spoke the blessed Master, 

And the servant soon was gone. 
Before we scarce believed 

That one so loved could die, 
He tuned his harp of glory 

To the Saviour's praise on high. 

How well he loved his mission. 

And well performed it too, 
None but the Heavenly Shepherd, 

The great Immanuel, knew. 
And though we pay a tribute 

Of honour to his name, 
Ohj what are our poor praises 

To his now exalted fame ! 

A light from heaven gilded 

His daily homeward road, 
And brighter grew, and brighter, 

As he daily walked with God — 
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Till the blessed words, "Come higher," 
Filled his soul with glad surprise. 

And he left without a murmur. 
His dearest earthly ties. 

May those who knew and loved him. 

And were beloved by him. 
Find heavenly consolation. 

To soothe their hearts' deep pain ; 
And as he walked with Jesus, 

So may they follow him. 
Till all, in blest reunion. 

Shall be with God shut in. 

Head of the Church, we pray Thee, 

His mantle cast on one 
Who yet shall add more jewels 

To the Redeemer's crown. 
One by whose blest example. 

Reflected from above. 
All are constrained to follow 

With reverence and love. 



DO 



" I will lead him also and restore comforts unto him." 

rpiHE pitying eye, that long ago, 
-■^ Saw Israel's bondaged state, 
The listening ear that heard their cry 
At their most cruel fate ; 

The same that in an after day 
Watched from the mountain side. 

His followers in that little ship. 
And saved them when they cried ; 

Still, still, unchangeably the same, 
He guards His Church below, 

And guides each loved one in the path 
Where he may safely go. 

And when the wisdom of His ways 

We fail to comprehend. 
And sometimes entertain hard thoughts 

Of our best Heavenly Friend, 

How tenderly, how gently kind. 

Our folly He reproves. 
While with a Father's careful hand 

He chastens whom He loves. 
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And if the tempest and the storm 

Is needful for His child, 
He does not leave us comfortless 

Amid that tumult wild ; 

His looks of love, His words of peace. 

Calm every swelling tide, 
For He is very pitiful, 

And will not always chide. 

Then fear not mourning ones who grope 

Beneath a darkened sky. 
Where not a single ray of hope 

Salutes you from on high ; 

Jesus, your sun, is shining still. 
Though clouds may intervene. 

And soon His rays of peace and love 
Will brighten every scene. 

Oh trust Him, Christian, when the lines 

In pleasant places fall, 
Oh trust Him when the shadows come, 

He'll sanctifv them all. 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

TTr ALLOWED season, houi- of prayer, 
-*--■- Jesus meets His people there. 
For He says, where two or three 
Unite to pra^^, there I will be. 

Consecrated hour that brings 
Audience of the King of kings. 
Union, blest of Christian love, 
Type of better things above. 

Blessed, glorious mercy seat, 
Saints' most privileged retreat ; 
Jesus waits to see you there. 
Come, it is the hour of prayer. 

Wanderers from the narrow way. 
Thoughtless ones that never pray. 
Aged, near your final home. 
Whosoever will may come. 

Have you nothing to confess ? 
Not a woe that needs redress ? 
Not a grief for Christ to share ? 
Come, and try the power of prayer. 
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Come, and cast your care on Him, 

Drink of the life-giving stream. 

And, in joy of sins forgiven, | 

Taste on earth the bliss of heaven. ' ! 



Holy Spirit, light Divine, 
On each soul in merey shine ; 
Condescend to meet us there, 
Sanctify the hour of prayer. 
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THE INTERCESSOR. 

HOW shall we dare approach a God 
Of spotless purity, 
Or speak to Him who never can 

Behold iniquity. 

No human aid or human power 

Can gain for us access,- 
But there is One who ever pleads 

His blood and righteousness. 

Jesus, the golden censor takes 

To bear before the throne 
The fragrant incense of our prayers 

Offered through Him alone. 

With joy the Father looks on One 

Who all His law obeyed. 
And gives us pardon for our sins 

Through our beloved head. 

Kind Intercessor, matchless friend, 
What shall we render Thee ? 

Our hearts, our all, we would present, 
Though poor the offering be ; 

For Thou hast said. Thou Saviour dear. 

That Thou wilt not despise 
The contrite heart presented through 

Thy own Great Sacrifice. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

t1 ONE to be with Jesus ! 
' Oh, happy, happy hour, 
That freed the sainted loved one 

From sin and Satan's power, 
That loosed thy ransom' d spirit 

From its tenement of clay. 
And ushered it rejoicing 
To realms of endless day. 

Gone to be with Jesus 

In the Paradise above. 
Where the flowers are all unfadin^r 

And the atmosphere is love; 
Where the rivers of his pleasures 

For ever, ever flow. 
And unutterable glories 

Will God Himself bestow. 

(xone to be with Jesus, 

W^here the disimprisoned mind 
In the presence of His glory 

Shall it's true position find. 
Where the mysteries of godliness 

Are open and revealed. 
And the truths of revelation 

Xo more a fountain sealed. 
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Gone to be with Jesus, 

To come with Him again, 
In majesty and splendour 

With all the angel train. 
Descending with a shout. 

While heavens high arches ring, 
With the praises and the glory 

Of our eteAal King. 
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ELEGIAC LINES. 

13 EST, jonthfdl ChriBtiaDy rest, 

-^^ Though fond remembrance heaves the plaintive 

sigh. 
Calm resignation's nigh. 
And soothes to sweet serenity the agitated breast. 

Brief was thy visit here ; 
Scarce was the expanding floweret blown 
When death had come and strown. 
And thou to heaven wert called, to breathe thy fra- 
grance there. 

Before the sapphire throne, 



Methinks I see thee, lowly bending down 

To lay thy starry crown 

At Ilis blest feet who died for sins to atone. 

No troublous ocean there 

With dashing surge is heaving o'er thy breast. 

For there the weary rest. 

And undisturbed repose where all is bright and fair. 

Yes, thou didst welcome death. 
And with a smile the gloomy valley trod. 
While looking up to God : 

'* Father, Thy will be done," exclaimed thy parting 
breath. 
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No more the zephyrs bear, 

On floating wings, across the flowery plains 

Thy plaintive music strains ; 

The praising voice is stopped, 

Unstrung and hushed the lyre. 

But in the realms of light, 

With angel harp, attuned to seraph notes, 

Thy plaintive music floats, 

To praise thy blest Redeemer there. 

The Lord of power and might. 

Our feet will often hie 

To press the sod where thy frail relics sleep. 

And while we look and weep 

liCarn there like thee to live. 

Like thee resigned to die. 

Then rest, young Christian, rest. 
Till the last day of doom. 
When springing from the tomb 
Thy new-clothed body joins 
The throng of ransomed just. 
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" Godliness hath the promise of the life that now is, 
and that which is to come." 

WHAT, happy 'mid the noise and strife, 
The ills, the cares, the woes of life, 
Where sin and Satan hold their court, 
And make the heirs of heaven their sport ? 

Happy to see God's holy day 

So trifled and profaned away ; 

The precious hours to pleasure given. 

No thought bestowed on God and heaven ? 

Happy to see our dearest ties 
Careless to win the heavenly prize ; 
Too busy, or too proud to taste 
The blessings of the Gospel feast ? 

Yes, happy, though I'm thus opprest. 
If Jesus smiles I must be blest ; 
His presence gilds the stormy scene. 
And makes the troubled sky serene. 

Happy, I leave with Him my lot, 
He cannot err. He changes not ; 
And if the way be dark or fair 
The impress of His love is there. 
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Happy when His bereaving hand 
My choicest treasure does demand ; 
He can the bursting anguish quell, 
And teach my heart to say 'tis well. 

Happy when in the shadowy vale, 
And heart, and flesh, and spirit fail ; 
Thrice happy when my soul shall rise 
To realms of light beyond the skies. 
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BIRTHDAY REFLECTIONS. 

FEBRUARY 27th, 1825. 

WITH grateful songs of praise, 
I hail the dawn of this my natal day ; 
God has prolonged my stay, 
And tuned my lyre afresh sweet notes to raise. 

My wandering sinful heart 

Fain would this sinful world attempt to steal, 

Its tinselled sweets reveal, 

But I, through Christ, would choose the better part. 

Jesus, the work is Thine, 

Do Thou with love inspire and rule my soul, 

The secret sins control. 

And like a day-star dawn with light Divine. 

Oh, be my portion here. 

My sure Protector and my constant Guide ; 

Still keep me near Thy side. 

And sweetly smile to chase each gloomy fear. 

Grant that each opening year 

Thy kind forbearance spares me yet to see. 

Spent to Thy praise may be. 

And to Thy glorious name much fruit appear. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

TTAST thou said, divine Redeemer, 
-■— ■- All the world should yield to Thee, 
And the fettered slaves of Satan 

Learn the truth that makes them free ? 
Hasten then, we pray, that period. 

Rise and shine Thou Sun of Grace, 
Till illumed with heavenly radiance, 

Earth shall be Thy dwelling place. 

Lion of the tribe of Judah, 

Take the prey, the spoil divide, 
Go from conquering to conquer, 

Till there is no god beside. 
On each mountain raise Thy standard. 

To each vale Thy Gospel send, 
By its soul-transforming power 

Make each enemy a friend. 

Soon may China's millions bless Thee, 

India's sons Thy glories boast. 
Wandering Arabs too confess Thee, 

One united Christian host. 
Bring with them Thine ancient Israel, 

Peeled and scattered, scorned, despised. 
Bend their stubborn hearts, Jesus, 

Thee to own, the crucified. 

f2 
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Christian brethren, Jesus calls you. 

Will you not the summons hear ? 
Hark, how sweet His parting accents 

Gently fall upon the ear : — 
**Go, My friends, to every nation; 

Publish far and wide My grsuce ; 
Tell poor sinners Jesus loves them — 

Jesus waits to save and bless." 

Fiery trials may await you. 

Days of toil and nights of gloom, 
But the promise " I am with you," 

Gives the desert Eden's bloom. 
Boldly go then. Christian soldier. 

Tread the path your Master trod. 
His own words proclaim most blessed 

He who wins a soul to God. 
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*' And they went and told Jesus.*' 

T3OOR weary one, when billows o'er thee roll, 
-■- And enemies pursue thy fainting soul ; 
When thy poor heart is full of anxious fear. 
Go and tell Jesus, He is always near. 

If heavy sorrows press thy spirit down, 
And all the future wears a sullen frown ; 
When even angel Hope shall disappear, 
Go and tell Jesus, He can always hear. 

Should all life's flow'rets fade and die away, 
And cloudy skies obscure the light of day ; 
When not a friend is left, thy grief to share. 
Go and tell Jesus, He can answer prayer. 

Go and tell Jesus — sweet consoling thought, 
How full of joy, how much with comfort fraught ; 
Oh, precious privilege, to be allowed access 
And find a refuge at the Throne of Grace. 

Yes, Lord, I come, I know Thou can'st sustain, 
Though great the burden and severe the pain ; 
Sure if Thou did'st for Thy own children die, 
Thou wilt not now refuse to hear their cry. 
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" As the shadow of a great rock in a weary land.'* 

WHERE shall my fainting soul 
In fiery trial flee, 
For consolation and for hope. 
Where but, O Lord, to Thee ? 

For Thou hast ever been 

A shadow from the heat 
To those who humbly take their place 

Low at Thy blessed feet. 

And now, O Saviour dear, 

Again I come to prove 
How readily Thou dost bestow 

Thy sympathy and love. 

To hear Thy blessed voice 

In tender accents flow. 
To see Thy smile, it is enough, 

'Tis heaven begun below. 
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" Mj grace is sufficient for thee/' 

OTHOU in whom I know I have believed, 
Though oft my waywardness has Thy good 
spirit grieved, 
Regard me, Saviour, with a pitying eye, 
Under my burden of infirmity. 

Lord, at Thy feet I would at all times lie, 

And, waiting for Thy call, say ** Here am I," 

Do with me as it seemeth good to Thee, 

For all is just and right Thou hast prepared for me. 

And, if a cross is in my way, I'll take 
And bear it patiently for Jesus' sake. 
For well I know, that as my day shall be 
The strength Thy kindness will proportion me. 
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" All night in prayer." 

ALL night in prayer, and did the Lord of glory, 
'Mid chilling damps, upon the mountain hoary. 
When wearied nature needed balmy sleep. 
Retire for sinful man to supplicate and weep ? 

All night in prayer, for guilty sinners pleading, 
For them with God the Father interceding. 
His sacred head no downy pillow prest. 
Nor did He seek, though faint, restoring rest. 

All night in prayer ! Oh, holy, blest Exemplar, 
Well may our favourite watchword be " excelsior ; " 
For higher, higher, we indeed would rise, 
Following our Master, passed into the skies. 

All night in prayer ! Oh, bid us. Lord, remember 
Thy love and agony, and fully now surrender 
Our heart and soul. Thine, only Thine, to be. 
In changing time, and through eternity. 
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LINES FOR THE TIMES, 1866. 

ADVANCE has been the watchword 
By which our fathers led 
A countless host of worthies 

A glorious path to tread ; 
They fought and bled for freedom, 

To serve their God aright, 
And strength from Heaven was given 

To conquer might by right : 
The Bible was their charter 

Their standard and their sun. 
And by its blessed precepts 

Their race for Heaven was run. 

Raised by the Bible's lever 

From superstitious mire, 
Our country once so sunken 

Shines like a beacon fire ; 
And light has chased our darkness, 

And night has turned to day, 
Till in freedom and religion 

We lead the glorious way. 

The Bible. 
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Though some with zeal mistaken 

Would seek its light to quench, 
And from the hands which clasp it 

The precious treasure wrench ; 
Though they esteem it lightly 

And hide it from your view, 
And with crafty words will tell you. 

It is not for such as you, 

The Bible. 



Beware, beware, England ! 

Nor e'er consent again 
Your liberty to barter 

For a rusty Popish chain ; 
Dare to assert your freedom 

Of hearing, thought, and speech, 
And give no heed or credit 

But to what the Scriptures teach. 

The Bible, 

Let not the fragrant incense 

Or sweetest music's strains, 
In all their soft luxuriance 

Over your senses reign ; 
Offer no vain oblation. 

For God will not receive 
A mockery of devotion 

For what the heart should give. 

The Bible. 
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Believe not, oh, believe not, 

The specious words of those 
Who pray to saints and angels 

And the Son of God depose ; 
jS'ot Mary though so Uefised 

On our behalf can plead. 
But Jesus, Jesus only 

Has power to intercede. 

The Bible is our charter. 
Our standard and our sun. 

And by its blessed precepts 
Our race for heaven is run. 
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AND ITS SURROUNDINGS, 
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TORQUAY AND ITS SURROUNDINGS. 

T^NCHANTING spot, thou lovely Goshen of 

-■-^ Our favoured isle, surely both Art and 

?f ature have combined with emulation 

Laudable, to render thee unique ; 

Other and loftier hills, with cloud-capped 

Summits far more grand than thine, and 

More magnificent, may awe and solemnize, 

Allure and captivate ; other coasts, where 

Restless seas, like great imprisoned monsters, in deep 

Caverns roar and whine, and toss their shaggy manes, 

As if to implore the rest they never find ; 

Other favourite resorts, where fashion leads. 

May blend more charms, 

And, rainbow-like, may flash more vivid colours, 

And excite more passionate applause ; 

But thou, fair spot, in all thy quiet loveliness 
And calm repose. Queen of the Southern Sea, 
Can tune the heart to strains of peace and love 
Slightly akin, perhaps, to those in bowers primeval, 
When young Nature's lyre, touched by angelic hands, 
Poured forth the blended harmonies of heaven 
And earth. 
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But who shall paint thy beauties, who shall 
Dare describe thy matchless lineaments ? 
Would that another pen, with inspiration 
Worthy of the lay, would do thee justice ; 
But, since the ardent wish has moved my 
Heart and hand, to set thee forth, as regally 
Adorned, as love intense would have thee. 
Be it so, fair Queen. 

And first we sing the silver mirror, that 
So charmingly reflects thy features. 
Beautiful Torbay, whose gentle waves chant 
Lullabies to cradled winds, while tempest-tossed 
And weather-beaten barks find in her 
Sheltering arms a quiet haven. 
Famous, too, of yore for landing safely 
On our shores the great deliverer William ; 
Near her bright waters are the towering cliffs, 
That, Atlas-like, bear on their brawny shoulders 
Houses, and gardens, and conservatories ; 
And the trusting people on the B/Ock Walk 
Never think that those good arms will play 
Them false, by getting tired of their weight, 
But sleep as calmly in their eyries 
As the/who thiAey ha.e Twr basis, 
Still premising that the great first cause, 
The forming and preserving God, 
(Who views as nothing or as motes in His great 
Sunshine all His hands have made), 
Yet still is mindful of His creature man. 
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Who looks (or should look) on the scene around 

With grateful feelings, realising that indeed 

*' The lines are fallen to him in pleasant places," 

Where Nature's charms with brilliant, flashing, 

Concentrated rays are all about him. 

But too much brightness dazzles the weak sight. 

So in a pensive mood will tread the sacred 

Precincts of the dead beside the mouldering walls 

Of old Torre Abbey. Step softly here, for underneath 

Your feet is hallowed dust. Some Priest or 

Abbot, or, perchance, some worthy scion of an 

Ancient stock, who, piously to win heaven's 

Approbation, offered his own good works 

In lieu of Christ's atonement. 

We will not blame, but pity, taking heed 

That we, too, stumble not among the tumuli 

Of superstitions which our father's buried ; 

Dead, unsightly things, but which their children 

With a blinded zeal are busy disinterring. 

Little heeding that their noisome tatters 

Still retain the fatal plague they suffered, 

And some died, in noble efforts to abolish. 

A solemn hush reigns here, and all around methinks 

Breathes a faint whisper of mediaeval days, 

The crumbling walls of ancient stones, 

Where, year by year, the clasping ivy 

With conservative delight renews its emerald covering, 

Gaurding them with jealous care from busy patriots. 

Or red-hot Reformers, lest they should pounce 

Upon these precieus relics of the past, 

G 
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And place them side by side (oh, sacrilege !) 

With vulgar stones who have no ancestors ; 

Perhaps in wall of almshouse, or at best 

In hospital or penitentiary ; 

But the generous ivy safely protects them. 

And they count not years, but centuries : 

Like to the noble gateway, standing alone 

In proud magnificence, to mourn the loss of 

Kindred structures — venerable relics of the 

Olden times — from which we turn to pace the 

Shady Avenues, where the sweet lime trees 

In their green old age hang year by year. 

Their tassell'd blossoms to tempt the honey-bees, 

Who there' at evening hour make their sweet 

Dreamy melody ; and we are tempted, too. 

When the soft air is redolent with perfume. 

Admiringly to listen to those insect chimes. 

And hold communion with the swarthy sisters. 

Solitude an\i Silence, who, though all day deposed 

From this their rightful throne by noise and din, 

Still stealthily at twilight visit their loved abode, 

And we invoke them, while we meditate 

On hooded monks and vesper beHs, 

Which, ever and anon, in days gone by. 

On the soft breezes borne, mingled. 

Perchance, with sweet young voices which would 

Never more delight the loved home circle. 

Or with a daughter's care watch o'er the fading 

Form, or soothe the sorrows of a widowed 

Mother ! Ah, mistake most fatal, that would 
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Set at nought the first great ordinance of God 
For man ; to dare Omnipotence by making 
Rules that never can be found in all the code 
Of laws the Bible teaches. Yes, the Bible, and happy 
They who take from thence a perfect holy creed — 
A chart divine, to lead and guide them to the 
Home of Heaven. Thanks for an open Bible, 
The blessed talisman of English homes. 
Turning from this, with solemn feelings 
We approach ** God's Acre " — Old Torre Church-yard; 
The sacred and now sealed enclosure of the dead, 
Not sheltered, as of yore, with the broad 
Arms of venerable trees, but still with babbling 
Marbles, eloquent, and sowed with seeds of 
Immortality, which, w;hen the resurrection morning 
Breaks on the astonished earth, will stand 
A living army. 

All countries and all ranks lie buried here : 
From the fur-clad Russian to the son of sunny Ind, 
Brought by the great leveller to man's last home. 
As we are musing on the solemn theme, 
We gain the summit of a wooded hill. 
Where another time-worn edifice is brought 
To sight — a rude deserted Chapel, of whose 
Past history nothing but legends now 
Remain to teach us. It is a cumbrous pile. 
The roof one arch of solid stone — how it was 
Hoisted there remains a mystery ; it had, 
Methinks, no beauty to be marred. 
Nor ornaments to be despoiled, so Father 

q2 
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Time has passed it by, excepting 
A few dashes with his brush of damp 
And mildew, and the vegetation that 
In dark and musty chambers loves to hide. 
We give him credit though, who 
Raised these massive walls, for love of 
Glorious sunsets; for in all the charming 
Spots of this most charming place. 
None better can afford a splendid view 
Of an Autumnal sunset. 
When the great monarch of the burning day 
In gold and purple chariot glides to 
Another hemisphere, and there to 
Wakening eyes displays his new magnificence, 
And thousand voices hail his reappearing 
With ecstatic joy ! 

And now we leave the busy haunts of men 
To seek a further interview with Nature^ 
In her summer palace — lovely Cockington, 
Unjostled there by scaffolding, gigantic 
Pillars, and huge blocks of stone. 
Her charming minstrels scared not by grating 
Sound of saw and file. 
Nought but her own sweet harmonies 
Are here to welcome us. Of birds, and bees. 
And grasshoppers, and tinkling rills. 
With low of cows and bleat of sheep. 
And sound of distant bells, which, ever and anon, 
Borne on the fitful breezes, soothes without sad- 
dening 
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The weary heart, mingled too in sunny April with 

The Cuckoo's sweet monotony ; 

And in the sunshine 

Bubbling springs, o'erflowing with exuberant 

Joy, form cool refreshing streamlets, where the 

Little flowers drink ; Forget-me-not and 

Speedwell, nodding pretty heads to Ragged Robin 

On the other side, the Stitchwort, too, and pendant 

Blue-bell ; Primroses, watching infant buds 

In mossy cradles ; White Violets, in inimitable 

Caskets of God's own workmanship. 

Favourites of Nature these, that men call weeds. 

And yet how beautiful — ^perfect in form, 

And exquisite in colour and perfume, 

(Bringing back the winsome days when, with the 

joy 
Of childhood's mirth, we roamed the daisied 
Meadows, filling tiny hands to overflowing with 
The floral treasures, loath to bid farewell 
While yet the smiling sun, with chastened radiance, 
Seemed to linger in the gold and emerald sky; 
We lingered, too, hardly content to turn the little 
Weary feet from the enchanted ground. 
Or, later still in life, loving alone to wander 
'Midst the tangled copse or bosky dell, 
Where no rules of etiquette confined the gadding 
Woodbine, or the straggling brier in decent 
Training to the trellised porch, or pinned 
It down a patient martyr to the whitened wall; 
All was as free as air, and jocund liberty 
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Rang Nature's merry bells). 

The creatures, too, find here an earthly paradise; 

The Field Mouse and her tiny family, 

The timid Hedgehog, and the useful Mole, 

Would here, methinks, live out their little 

Lives in quiet blessedness. 

Sweet birds, too, carol in this calm retreat. 

Tamed to something like the trusting 

Confidence that blessed the bowers 

Of Eden, giving you, unasked — in 

More variety than Mendelssohn — 

*' Songs without words," inimitable 

Warblings, gushings forth of tenderness 

And pathos, only known when Nature 

Is the teacher ; and yet how few attend 

Their morning concerts— how very few 

Can thoroughly appreciate the early morning, 

And find "Books in the running brooks," 

"Sermons in stones, and good in everything;" 

And yet the happy birds — ^without the gift 

Of reason or of soul — sing each returning day 

Sweet songs of praise to their Creator ; 

Raised above the tainted air, polluted with 

The miasma of sin, they live in happy 

Ignorance that " only man is vile." 

But other worship, too, is rendered here ; 
From out the stately trees peeps forth an 
Ivied temple, the very gem of consecrated 
Fanes, beneath whose roof the scattered 
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Few meet to confess their sins, and ask 
Forgiveness in the only name given 
Amongst men whereby they can be saved. 

In contemplative mood we now again 

Renew our intercourse with never-tiring 

Nature, not here arrayed with flowery chaplets, 

But with the sterner beauties of the sea-girt 

Coast; and all among the little 

Coves bend our exploring footsteps, — 

Those inlets to the cabinets of nature's 

Choice bijouterie, where the giant cliffs 

Stand sentinels, at all times beautiful, 

But passing-so, when evening paints them 

With her brushes dipt in hues of gorgeous sunset. 

Nor less so at the morning time, when robed 

In a soft veil of purple mist, bordered with 

Golden haze, they appear as if in adoration, 

Or else they seem demonstrative. 

Dotted with fair white villas, animated. 

Too, at times, with glimpses of the iron steeds, 

Which here and there play at volcanoes, — 

Belching forth smoke and fire, roaring 

And snorting like a beast of prey. 

But from the tumult we escape 

To rocky Watcombe, where the grand 

Old general, in his impenetrable 

Armour, looks out, age after age. 

For squalls ; in proud defiance of the 

Tempest's rage, the lightning's flash. 
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While round his hoary brow sunset and sunrise 
Vie alternately to place a tiara of sparkling gems. 

While men go down to dust, and kingdoms 
Kise and fall, the old, old Rock still stands, 
As if in mockery of man's to-morrow ; 
And were the powers of speech and 
Volubility accorded him, his cry would be, 
** Work while 'tis called to-day," and his 
Echoing neighbour would reiterate '* To-day, 
To-day ; " and the resounding sea, in every 
Wave that falls with solemn sound upon 
The pebbled beach, would murmur, " Time is short. 
Beautiful Watcombe, where summer wreathed 
With smiles, and with fresh roses crowned. 
Beckons to all the weary ones, the care-worn 
And the toil-worn, who are not favoured 
With luxurious homes, and she has spread 
For them soft couches of the velvet sward. 
Patterned with ivy and the trailing briony, 
With here and there, a blue forget-me-not. 
Soft breezes, too, like gentle nurses, fan the 
Pallid cheek, and lend a lustre to the languid 
Eye. Lovely, charming spot ! fain would 
I linger 'mid thy valleys and thy hills. 
And write ** in thoughts that breathe, and 
Words that burn," stanzas more worthy of thee. 

Now, with a friend, o'er the smooth 
Waters of the Bay we'll glide to far-famed 
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Babbacombe : a friend, I say, for Nature's 
Beauties are but half enjoyed, when no 
Response is given to thoughts 
From ravished hearts made eloquent. 

Babbacombe, nestling amidst her roses and her 
Clasping boughs, and climbing flowering shrubs. 
Through which the winking sun, shorn of his 
Fiery beams, smiles placidly ; delicious calm 
Retreat, from the rude throng of city streets. 
And love of caste, and greed, and gold. 
How sweet to walk with contemplation, and 
Contentment on thy fair white beach, and then, 
Among the slippery stones with cautious 
Steps, to find our way to lovely Oddicombe, 
Whose summer sea not a rude wave disturbs. 
Or mars the beauty of its emerald margins. 
How charming, too, to climb the mimic rocks. 
And gaze through crystal waters to the depths 
Below, where every hue of rainbow tint 
Is painted on the stones by rays of sunshine. 
Flashing, changing, playing, glorious to behold. 
Now we ascend to inhale the bracing air. 
That greets us with a friendly clamour 
On the verdant hills and undulating 
Downs, spread with a carpet of elastic 
Moss and short thick grass, and odorous 
Thyme, and little meek-eyed daisies. 
Eye-bright and baby trefoil, to form its rich 
Mosaic ; a carpet spread by ever-bounteous Nature 
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For all the weary limbs and aching feet 

That wear the iron bonds, tread the rough path, 

And eat the bread of poverty. 

Passing from thence, we venture down 
The steep descent that brings us to rare 
Anstis Cove, the Artists' loved retreat. 
Curtained with rocks, and canopied 
With clouds, it seems a fitting schoolroom 
For Dame Nature to give lessons 
To hot embryo painters — ^the fittings up 
Too, so artistic ; 

Booming sea, and beetling cli&, and strubby 
Knolls, and rocks from ** which the sea-weed 
In the slowly-ebbing tide hangs listlessly 
In a luxurious bath :" yes, beautiful indeed, 
Is Anstis Cove, and this the poet knows 
When, standing on the pebbled beach, rare 
Images of loveliness in his most fertile 
Mind shape into order and make polished 
Verse; the social waves meanwhile 
Advance to meet him, with kindly 
Recognition, and gently kiss his feet 
With their pale, chilly lips, but the cold 
Embrace he does not want repeated. 
So retires to hold a willing converse 
With the birds and flowers, the dancing 
Light and shadows which beguile him 
With their winsome smiles and soft, sweet 
Whisperings, the magic language only 
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Known to those who woo sweet nature, 

And through her look up to that great 

Power *' who spreads the scene, so rich in beauty, 

For rebellious man/' 

Meadfoot, and Hesketh Crescent, too, deserve 
A pen dipt in more glowing tints than 
Mine, to well describe their beauties : 
The charming terraced walks, the noble 
Buildings, and the lovely flowers. 
Provided for the favourites of that partial 
Mistress, Fortune, are most rich and rare ; 
And if sunny skies and soft south breezes, 
A fair sea beach, on which the little 
Wavelets with a lulling sound kiss the 
Smooth cheeks of snowy pebbles. 
Makes a Paradise, surely it must be there. 
The Natural Arch, Hope's Nose, and that 
Famed fissure on the breezy plain called 
Daddy Hole, all have their several beauties 
And attractions ; and for nocturnal visits 
Noted Kent's Cavern will elicit praise 
And admiration. 

And now we fake our leave of beautiful 
Torquay, hoping ere long another pen 
More graphic in its powers, will better 
Far describe it. 
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SoMK sing of war, and some of peace. 
And some of love and glory. 

We sing of flowers — an endless theme 
For yerse or pleasant story. 
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THE MONTHS IN FLORAL COSTUME. 

ONE summer day, as I dozing lay, 
To while away the hours, 
The months passed by, to my mental eye, 
And I decked them all with flowers. 

Brave January first came in. 
With cold north wind and storm, 

But though he bad a freezing look. 
His heart was kind and warm. 

A Laurel wreath was on his brow, 

Entwined with Holly berries ; 
And he carried in his hand a bunch 

Of scarlet Winter Cherries. 

Within, besides his blazing hearth. 

He genial was and bright ; 
But out of doors, he fiercely snarled. 

And sometimes he would bite. 

So we did not grieve, when next was seen, 

Sweet changeful February, 
With a many-shaded mantelet. 

And a garland of Rosemary. 
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The morning she first smiled on us. 
She looked serene and bright ; 

But soon her face was shaded o'er, 
With a veil of purest white. 

And then her blue Hepaticas 
Hung down their pretty heads ; 

And her Snowdrops mourned in silence, 
Hid in their snowy beds. 

But March came in with balmy breath. 
And bade them smile again ; 

And soon with golden Celandine, 
They gemmed the grassy plain. 

White Violets in their mossy nooks. 

With perfume filled the air ; 
Cowslips and Primrose, golden-eyed. 

And Daisies everywhere. 

One cloudy day, March went away, 
And much we should have missed her, 

If she had not compassion felt. 
And sent us her sweet sister. 

Young April came with smiles and tears, 
And she gave us stores of gold, 

The nodding Dafibdil and Furze, 
Most glorious to behold. 
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Jonquil, Narcissus, Hyacinth, 

In robes of pearl and rose ; 
Auriculas in velvet drest, 

Queen Flora's powdered beaux. 

The clouds let fall a shower of tears, 

When April went away ; 
But quickly smiles and sunbeams came 

To welcome beauteous May. 

May, fairest of the lovely band. 

Herself a living flower, 
Plucked by the Heavenly Former's hand 

Long since from Eden's bower. 

like a divinity she moved 

Among her shrubs and trees. 
Acacia, Lilac, Guelder Rose, 

And others fair as these. 

Her breath was fragrant as the gale 

Of spicy Araby ; 
Her voice entranced the listening ear 

With charming melody. 

A mingled wreath was on her brow, 

The Lily aad the Rose ; 
But soon came June with hasty steps, 

Her sister to depose. 

H 
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June, merry, buoyant, laughing June, 

Shed sunshine everywhere, 
As she danced and sang in her leafy bower, 

*' Begone, begone dull care." 

A zephyr robe of heavenly blue 

Enwrapped her fairy form, 
And Bosebuds in her shining hair 

By the lovely maid were worn. 

But soon she bade the flowers farewell. 

And another bonny lass 
Smiled sweetly on us as she sat 

On the fragrant new-mown grass. . 

She gave us stores of luscious fruit, 
And made her song-birds trill 

Their merriest notes to welcome us. 
Prom wood, and grove, and hill. 

And this fair maid, with polished brow 

And sparkling hazel eye. 
With a wreath of starry Jessamine 

Was beautiful July. 

But her visit seemed a transient one, 
And we might have shed some tears. 

If August had not charmed our hearts 
With fields of golden ears. 
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The merry reapers praised the maid, 

And called her sweet brunette ; 
And she cheered them in their pleasant toil 

From morning till sunset. 

The next a stately maiden was, 

With robe of gorgeous hues. 
But her sweetest smile was ere the sun 

Had sipped the early dews. 

Some silvery streaks appeared among 

Her shining auburn tresses, 
But she fled ere brown October came 

To pay her his addresses. 

October was a tawny youth, 

But full of dignity ! 
And a cloak of gold and russet brown 

He wore right gracefully ; 

With real goodwill his hands dispensed 

Rich blessings to the poor, 
The golden Apple streaked with red 

And the luscious mellow Pear ; 

Rich purple Figs and clustering Grapes, 

Acorns in cups of gold, 
And branches thick with hazel nuts, 

Delightful to behold. 

h2 
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But he could not stay, and Nature mourned 

His loss in tearful showers, 
And sighs and moans were heard throughout 

The groves and leafy bowers. 

November tried to cheer our hearts 

With a feeble sunny smile ; 
But it would not do, as she herself 

Was sorrowing all the while. 

For she knew she never could be loved, 
Which made her sad and cross ; 

So she sank neglected to the grave. 
And no one mourned her loss. 

The robin, kinder than the rest, 

A sweet, sad, requiem sung ; 
And the mournful Ivy, o'er her grave, 

His sable berries hung. 

December now appeared, and said, 

** Cheer up ! here's Christmas coming ! 

And he brings a dispensation for 
All sighs, and tears, and dunning ! " 

So on he came, like an angel bright, 

So young and yet so old. 
With a heart of warmest sympathy, 

Full of love that can ne'er grow cold. 
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He blessed the rich, by giving them 

Hearts to befriend the poor ; 
He blessed the poor, by giving them 

Part of the rich's store. 

And now, farewell, till summer brings 

Again the sunny hours ; 
Then we'll renew our converse sweet 

With our gentle friends the flowers. 
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THE FLORAL MEETING. 

ONE summer day, in early June, 
Queen Flora sent a greeting, 
For the garden flowers, in full costume, 
To attend her Annual Meeting. 

Some disaffections had appeared 

Among the lower orders ; 
Pride, petulance, and discontent. 

With their own beds and borders. 

A weed had raised its vulgar head 

Beside a rare exotic. 
And when excluded, it declared 

The gardener was despotic. 

The Queen resolved, if possible. 

This anarchy to quell. 
To nip it in the bud, she said. 

And she knew how quite well. 

She ordered that the wild flowers, all, 

Should have an invitation ; 
And every lenient measure used 

For reconciliation. 
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Nightshade and Hemlock would not come, 

But in their marshy beds 
Malicious plottings carried on 

Against all crowned heads. 

The Nettle, too, prepared her sting, 

And the Aconite had flung 
Her deadly shafts among the boughs 

Where the feathered warblers sung. 

But cowards they were all at heart. 

And on the auspicious day, 
When the herald Trumpet Flower appeared, 

They withered quite away. 

The grand procession then came on. 

With floating banners gay, 
And gentlemen and ladies all 

In gorgeous array. 

A palace with an azure roof, 

And walls of living green. 
Had long before, we understood, 

Been ordered by the Queen. 

Judge Peony was asked to take 

The chair on the occasion ; 
And he complied most graciously. 

Without the least persuasion. 
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The Queen sat in a chair of state, 
With a rich green velvet cover, 

Inlaid with golden Buttercups, 
And a footstool of White Clover. 

The maids of honour were arranged 
Both to the left and right ; 

My Lady Lily next the queen 
In a robe of silver white. 

The ladies Tulip and Miss Rose 
Game with their friend Sweet Pea ; 

Lord Crocus too, a withered beau. 
Was there the sight to see. 

Sir Hyacinth in pearl-white suit. 

And hose of paly green, 
With the Misses Lupin by his side. 

Stood just behind the Queen. 

The Misses Daffodil were nodding 

To all the people there ; 
And sweet Miss Violet hung her head 

From young Lord Sunflower's stare. 

An orphan Lily from the vale. 

The last of all her kin. 
Her fair young cheek, so sweet and pale. 

Came with Miss Larkspur in. 
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Poor Ragged Bobin was ashamed 

To meet such quality ; 
But fair Miss Stitchwort tossed her head, 

And cared for nobody. 

She even took an upper seat, 

By the side of Miss Moss Bose, 
But the lady moved, for fear the weed 

Should touch her perfumed clothes. 

In the back seat, Miss Daisy sat. 

With Speedwell at her side. 
And lovingly his mild blue eye 

Bested on his young bride. 

Sweet William came, but Candy Tuft 

Stayed lingering on the border ; 
Miss Phlox was absent, as her dress 

Had not been made to order. 

Behind the Miss Nemophilas, 

Sat the Virginian Stocks ; 
A little family, all drest 

In their best lilac frocks. 

Miss Pimpernel declined to come. 

As she feared a storm, she said ; 
And old Mezereon was so weak 

He could not leave his bed. 
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Miss Cowslip begged to be excused, 
Because her dress was faded ; 

Ground Ivy, too, the traveller. 
Found himself too much jaded. 

Sergeant Ranunculus came late, 

For he was getting old ; 
Dead Nettle stood outside for fear 

He should be thought too bold. 

Captain Greranium was there 

In scarlet uniform ; 
Miss Pansy said, 'twas out of place, 

He looked so very warm. 

Miss Ice Plant came, although at first 
She said she had her fears. 

Some gentleman's pathetic speech 
Might melt her into tears. 

Nasturtium climbed to take a peep 

Of what was going on. 
And Wallflower wanted to, but had 

Nothing to stand upon. 

Among the company was seen 

A Cardinal and Sultan, 
And Venus with her Looking-glass, 

But not the one-eyed Vulcan. 
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Old father Monkshood hobbled in, 
But they would not let him pass, 

For, poor old dotard as he was. 
He thought it was high mass. 

The scented village prude, Miss Thyme, 

Came with her country cousin. 
And the family of the Buttercups, 

In all, about a dozen. 

Miss Lavender desired to come. 

But, oh ! the dire distress. 
She found she was consigned that day 

To the family linen press. 

Some graceful maidens then appeared, 

With eyes of lovely blue, 
They called them Miss Forget-me-nots, 

So innocent and true. 

And now the Canterbury Bells 

Struck up a merry peal. 
At which. Miss London Pride declared. 

Her head began to reel. 

The brothers Ivy, dressed in green, 

Just wished to make a call. 
But were engaged in keeping watch 

Upon the castle wall. 
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Just then the chairman introduced 

The floral deputation, 
The Messrs. Shamrock, Thistle, Rose, 

To represent the nation. 

The Thistle, like the canny Scot, 
Looked mild, and hid his bristles. 

And only showed his purple head 
As do all clever Thistles. 

The Rose, in firm and pleasing tones, 
Read the last year's report ; 

And then the Shamrock, he got up. 
And made a little sport. 

As he was minus of a leg, 

He was allowed a stool ; 
** I cannot make a speech," he said, 

**Lest I should make a bull." 

Young Honeysuckle now got up, 
And something tried to say, 

But he rambled so, 'twas evident 
They wished him far away. 

Narcissus spoke of poetry. 
And praised the ladies' eyes. 

And then proposed among the flowers 
Contending for a prize. 
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Jonquil, with Inkhom by his side, 

Took notes and drew out plans. 
And when he thought it requisite, 

Asked for a show of hands. 

Earl Lilac, the philanthropist. 

Friend of the common folk, 
In their behalf, and for their good. 

Most eloquently spoke. 

Count Sumach on the platform stood, 
By the side of Lord Labumham, 

And he made a speech, but the ladies said, 
'Twas too much like a sermon. 

Sir Watercf ess spoke lucidly 

About Hydropathy, 
And Total Abstinence, at which 

Old Hops looked bitterly. 

But the baronet talked coolly on, 

Explaining as he went. 
The various hydropathic plans 

Of his establishment ; 

The heating and the cooling plan. 

The packing and the sponging. 
The foot bath and the vapour "bath. 

The douche bath and the plunging. 
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'* 'Tis nonsense, all," said Hops again. 
To his friend, young Bilberry, 

** They swill and soak 'em, till they look 
Like a boiled Gooseberry/' 

The flowers cheered Sir Watercress, 

And all with one consent 
Declared the lucid water was 

Their favourite element. 

Major Convolvulus now moved 

A rule for early closing ; 
But they all rejected it because 

It was of his proposing. 

His son, the Minor, dressed in blue, 

Stood by his father's side. 
Listening, as all good boys should do, 

With a becoming pride. 

The scented beau. Count Mignionette, 

Now moved a resolution, 
For a show of hands, in favour of 

The Queen and Constitution. 

And then a hearty cheer went up 

From all the floral ranks. 
And the lord-in-waiting. Heliotrope, 

Returned the Queen's best thanks. 
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The Queen then rose, and gracious smiles 

On all around bestowed ; 
And soon the cavalcade. were all 

Travelling the royal road. 

And should again 
Queen Flora send 
Another greeting 
To hold a meeting, 
Though not a courtier, 
I'll be reporter, 
And let you know 
How matters go 
Among the flowers 
In beds and bowers. 
Yours faithfully, 
A. I. 0. U. 
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SOLUTIONS OF ENIGMATICAL EHYMES. 

No. 1. Tea-£ettle. 
No. 2. The letter G. 
No. 3. Clocks. 
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T^IGKY bird, dicky bird, up in a tree, 



want you, I want you — oh, come down to me ; 
I've salt here to catch you, you dear little thing, 
And a gilt cage to put you in, where you may sing. 

** Dicky bird, dicky bird, won't you come down ? 
I'll sing with you, play with you, take you to town ; 
I'll feed you with pound-cake, and biscuits and wine. 
Oh, come, pretty dicky, do come and be mine. 

** You dear little dicky, you're list'ning I see. 
For I'm sure your round eyes are looking at me. ' 
Come, do let me catch you and carry you home. 
This way, if you please, sir, oh, dicky, do come." 

" Little girl, little girl, I've a nest in this tree. 
And five hungry darlings are waiting for me, 
I should like much to taste your sugar and cake, 
But I cannot my dear little family forsake. 

** And as for a cage, though gilt it may be, 

As I've always been used to live in a tree, 

I have no wish to change, for though humble my 

home, 
I like it, I like it, and care not to roam. , 

''So good-bye, little girl, I'm away, I'm away. 
Singing and soaring, so merry and gay ; 
How happy am I with my nest in the tree, 
How joyful to find I am free, I am free." 

i2 
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. ALICE. 

WHEN will my birth-day be, mamma ? 
That I may ask to tea, 
My cousins and the little girls 
Who sometimes play with me ? 

And may I have my china set. 

And pour the tea, mamma ? 
Then you must come, and aunty too, 

And also dear papa. 

And dearest Winny, she must sit 

Beside me at the table. 
And you will watch her, dear mamma, 

As I shall not be able. 

And baby too, the darling boy. 

He must not be away ; 
Do you remember, dear mamma, 

I'm five years old that day ? 

And I should like a cake and cream, 

Almonds and raisins too ; 
I love you so, you dear mamma. 

Please may I have a few. 
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I will be very, very good, 

And try to help you so, 
And all you tell me I will do 

And never say no, no. 

For that is naughty, dear mamma. 

Not like the Holy child 
You told me of the other day. 

So gentle, meek and mild. 

Jesus, I mean, who once became 

A little one like me, — 
Not like me as I am sometimes, 

For that He could not be ; 

For He had not a wicked heart 

As other children have. 
And never did a naughty thing 

From His cradle to His grave. 

I wish that He would take away 

My naughty heart from me, 
And give me one quite new and clean. 

How happy I should be. 

And that would make you happy too, 

And dear papa and all ; 
I'll go and ask Him, for He says 

He hears when children call. 
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EDITH. 

THREE YEARS OLD. 

DAELING Edith, come to me, 
I've something here for you to see 
A box of pretty things from town 
Which dear Aunt Carry has sent down. 

See, here are little lambkins white. 
With eyes of sparkling jet so bright ; 
Feel how soft and warm they are. 
Touch them, they'll not hurt you, dear. 

Good and pretty little lambs. 
Take them, darling, in your hands ; 
Here's the shepherd too so gay 
In scarlet coat, and good old Tray, 

Who watches o'er the flock at night, 
When the stars are shining bright. 
And Edith and the lambs are sleeping 
Under the Heavenly Shepherd's keeping. 
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FRED. 

EIGHT YEARS OLD. 

I MEAN to be a soldier 
And wear a fine red coat, 
And have a real sword, you know. 
And be a man of note. 

'' I shall not be a private, though. 
But a smart officer. 
And ride a horse and prance about 
And walk and strut just so. 

** And when the French come over here 
I shall go out to meet them. 
For with fine fellows such as me, 
We shall be sure to beat them. 

** No more toy guns and swords for me, 
But a bright new shining rifle. 
For now I'm eight years old, you know, 
I shall not mind a trifle." 

** Not quite so fast," said his mamma; 
** My little boy, remember 
Who cried because he saw a mouse. 
One day in last December." 
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ANNIE. 

SEVEN YEARS OLD. 

LIKE the little tinkling rill, 
Like the moon so bright and still, 
Like the clock ne'er tired of duty. 
Like the rose not vain of beauty. 
Like the morning star so bright. 
Like the modest lily white, 
Like the gentle timid fawn. 
Like the dew-drop on the lawn. 
Like the gentle cooing dove 
Full of innocence and love, 
Like the infant Jesus holy. 
Pure and spotless, meek and lowly: 
In my Annie, all combining, 
May I see these gra<5es shining, 
Like the bee with honied store. 
Daily gathering more and more. 
So may Annie lay up treasure 
Which will yield her lasting pleasure. 
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THE LITTLE ENGLISH GIRL. 

HOW happy, darling, you should be, 
Tou are an English child. 
Not born in heathen countries. 
Or a little savage wild. 

Not even in fair Italy, 
With its sky of heavenly blue. 

For many little children there 
Do not read the Bible true. 

Nor yet in sunny India 

Or lovely Ceylon's isle. 
Where the people pray to idols, 

Whose worship is most vile. 

For there the darling infants 

We love so tenderly, 
I almost weep to tell you. 

Are murdered cruelly. 

Yes, often baby sisters 

Are left about the street. 
And sometimes, oh, how dreadful, 

Are trampled under feet. 
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Oh, happy England's daughters. 

So loved and petted too. 
Be very very thankful 

For the care bestowed on you. 

And prove that yon are thankful 
By giving from your store. 

To send the blessed Bible 
To every heathen shore. 
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THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE LARK. 

AH, darling little lark, 
Why do you soar so high ? 
Do you go to hear the Angels sing 
Above the clear blue sky ? 

I wish I had some wings 

That I may go with you, 
For they say you sing at heaven's gate, 

I should like to do so too ; 

And yet that cannot be. 

For wings are never given 
Till we shall be like angels made. 

And live with them in heaven. 

Ah, you are come again, 
Do tell me what you've seen ? 

For wondrous things, I'm very sure, 
Are found where you have been. 

Did you see the golden chairs ? 

Where the little angels sit, 
Or hear them singing, as they stand, 

Around the Saviour's feet. 
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Or the harpers, with their harps, 
And the pavement, all of gold, 

The gates of pearl, and many things 
That we have not been told. 

Ah me, you cannot speak, 

You pretty little bird. 
To tell me about anything 

That you have seen and heard. 

Besides, I recollect 

God does not think it right 

To let us know but little now 
Of the heaven so fair and bright. 
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PRIMROSE TIME. 

'rillS primrose time, 'tis primrose time, 
J- Oh, how we children love it, 
And the birds and the brooks, in their grassy nooks, 
Sing all the day about it. 

I know a green and mossy bank. 

Where, in the sunny weather. 
The violets blue and the stichwort too 

Grow there so thick together. 

And there are starry celandine. 

Daisies and ragged robin. 
Forget-me-not and daffodils. 

With their yellow heads a-nodding. 

'Tis primrose time, and we will go 

To the woods where they are hiding. 
And among the mossy cradles where 

The young buds are abiding. 

And there we'll stay till close of day. 

Filling our little baskets 
With gems so rare, both bright and fair. 

From Nature's lovely caskets. . 
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KINDNESS. 

TDE kind to the creatures, for God made them all 
-*— ^ And places them under our care. 
And He Says in His word, not a sparrow can fall 
That has not in His notice a share. 

Be kind to poor Carlo, or Juno, or Dash, 

See how he is waiting for you ; 
How he gambols and frisks by your side as you walk 

Love your dog, he is faithful and true. 

Be kind to poor pussy and give her a place 

On the mat or rug at your feet. 
And do not let any one harass or tease. 

Or shackle her soft velvet feet. 

Be kind to your pony who carries you safe 

All over the hills rfar away ; . 
If possible spare him the use of the whip. 

And teach him in love to obey. 

Be kind to your pets, those innocent things, 

Who often from home are exiled ; 
Java sparrows, macaws, and the gay cockatoo. 

Who oft a sad hour have beguiled. 
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Do these things, they are right, but never forget 
There are duties more binding than these ; 

Bestow not on them what the poor of the flock 
May want for their comfort and ease. 

Be kind to the poor, for your Master and Lord 

Chose their lowly estate for his own, 
And many among them will at the last day 

Be exalted to share in His throne. 
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TO L J. B. 

AGED TWELVE MONTHS. 

I MUST weave for my darling a garland to-day, 
Though no gay bright flowers are here, 
For we can't in October be decked as in May 
With the rose or white lily so fair. 

A wreath of dark myrtle is all I can bring 

To bind on the brow of my babe, 
Lut its sprays are as lovely as when in the spring 

Its green-glossy garlands were made. 

Sweet bud of my hopes, may your virtues unfold 

And adorn the domestic parterre ; 
May you like the myrtle, in winterly cold. 

Be gay as when summers appear. 

And oh, may that blessing descend on my child, 

Which can the true riches impart ; 
Dear Saviour, e'er Satan or sin has beguiled. 

Renew and illumine her heart. 

• 

May she early, like Timothy, value the truth. 

And store up its treasures divine ; 
Great God, I entreat, be the Guide of her youth 

And make her eternally thine. 
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EDITH'S NEW BOOK. 

XnDITH, darling, come and look. 
-*-^ See, here is a pretty book 
Grandmamma has sent for you. 
Full of tales and pictures too. 

All about good girls and boys, 
And their lessons and their toys. 
Dash the dog, and Muff the cat, 
Whose little feet go pit-a-pat. 

Bessy on her pony riding, 
Marion on the ice is sliding, 
Annie talking to her doll. 
And Minnie feeding pretty poll. 

You may paint them if you please — 
Children, houses, churches, trees. 
With yellow trowsers, coats of green, 
And frocks of blue and brown between. 

Well, I think, that must be Freddy 
Riding on old Peter's Neddy ; 
Gee up, Neddy, as fast as you can, 
Gee up, Neddy, with my little man. 

K 
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See the squirrel's run away 
Into the woods to jump and play ; 
Johnny, Emma, you can't catch him, 
For in running few can match him. 

What a lot of pretty things 
Edith's happy birthday brings : 
Cake and pudding, toys and books. 
Kisses sweet, and loving looks. 
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MY KITTY. 

HAVE you seen my little Kitty ? 
Her fur is soft as silk, 
And every day I feed her 

With bread and sweet new milk. 

Her feet they are like velvet, 
As she goes pit-pat along, 

And her soft and gentle purring 
Is like a pleasant song. 

Her ears are small and downy. 
Her neck and breast are white, 

Her eyes are like two tiny lamps 
To light her in the night. 

She has no hat or bonnet, 

But o'er her shoulders thrown 

Is a mantle-like chinchilla 
To keep her nice and warm. 

I have no darling sisters 

To walk with or to play, 
But my little Kitty loves me 

Almost as much as they. 
k2 
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And when I learn my lessons, 
And mamma is teaching me, 

She has a box of letters 
That a dunce she may not be. 

And often we run races, 
And play at hide and seek, 

Or she will climb the cherry tree 
And through its branches peep. 

I have never hurt my Kitty, 
Or harassed her, or teased ; 

For she is God's own creature. 
And He would not be pleased. 
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THE LITTLE ITALIAN GIRL AND THE 

ENGLISH LADY. 

THE classic land of Italy 
^ Is beautiful and fair, 

And vineyards rich and orange groves 
Are smiling everywhere. 

The blossom myrtle and the rose, 

The oleander rare. 
And the cactus with its scarlet flowers, 

Grow in abundance there. 

And all among the mossy stones, 

'Mid broken columns grey. 
The violets, in their leaves of green. 

Hide their sweet heads away. 

And many little dark-eyed girls 

In the cool mornings meet 
To gather and to make them up 

In posies for the street. 

And then in dainty baskets small. 

With early dew still wet. 
They carefully arrange them all, 

A penny so to get. 
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One day an English lady sat 

In Naples' grand hotel, 
Gazing delighted on the scene 

The tourists love so well. 

A gentle tap is at the door, 
And then with faltering steps, 

A child appears with, " Lady dear, ^ 
Please buy my violets.*' 

The lady turned, the silvery voice 
Had charmed her English ear, 

** Come over, little girl," she said, 
" Come, bring your violets here." 

With modest grace the child obeyed. 

But kept her earnest eyes 
Fixed on the English lady's face 

In innocent surprise. 

" The lady beautiful," she said, 

'* Beautiful eyes and hair ; 
Signora is a foreigner. 

There are no such ladies here." 

*' Yes, yes, I am a foreigner. 

English, dear child," said she ; 
She spoke not in return but bent 

Her young head gracefully. 
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Again she speaks, the lady looks 

So very kind and good, 
** If I talk a very little more 

Will Signora think me rude ? " 

** No, no, my child, you may go on," 

The lady, smiling, said, 
** Though I fear, if you much longer stay, 

Your violets will be dead." 

She looked down tenderly upon 

The little drooping things. 
Whose dewy eyes were shaded o'er 

With their empurpled wings. 

A little nearer then she drew, 
With her hands upon her breast. 

And in her soft sweet native tongue 
The lady she addressed: — 

** Please, lady, do the English know 

The great good God above. 
And do they always pray to Him, 

The God whose name is love ? 

*' God, who made all the world," said she, 

Waving her small dark hand, 
** And air the people that we see. 

And the heavens above so grand ? " 
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'* Yes, yes, my child, we do believe 
In God the great and high ; 

There is no other God beside. 
And to Him we always pray." 

'' Good, good, the lady does believe 

In the great God above ; 
And Jesus, the dear Saviour too. 

Does Signora Jesus love ? 

'* He was so good. He came from heaven 

To save us from our sins ; 
The great Redeemer of our souls, 

Does Signora pray to Him ?" 

*' I do, dear child," the lady said, 

*' I do the Saviour love. 
And hope at last to live with Him 

In the bright world above." 

*' Oh, beautiful," she said again; 

" But, Lady, one more word — 
The Virgin, does Signora pray 

To the mother of our Lord ? " 

" No, no, my child," the lady said, 

*' I do not pray to her; 
She was a woman, like myself. 

And can no good confer. 
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'' My Bible tells me I must pray 

To the great God alone, 
Through Christ His Son, and He will then 

My weak petitions own. 

* ' And you may go to Him, sweet child, 

Without a saint at all. 
For Jesus loves the little ones, 

And hears them when they call." 

'' Oh, that is good," she said, so **good, 

I shall be sure to mind 
What the dear English lady said, 

Who was so very kind." 

The blessed Jesus only is 

The Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
No other name to us is given 

In which we ought to pray. 
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THE FLORAL ALPHABET. 

A IS the curious Arum 
-^^ The merry children seek, 
When they scamper o'er the meadows green, 

In the pleasant Easter week. 

B is the graceful Blue Bell, 

That cometh in the spring, 
And rings its fairy peals to usher 

The welcome season in. 

C is the starry Celandine, 

Catkin, and Cuckoo flower. 
The Cactus and the Columbine, 

That dear old English flower. 

D is the meek-eyed Daisy, 

So modest and so sweet, 
That spangles the green carpet 

For sad and weary feet. 

E is the fragrant Eglantine, 

Just by the summer bower. 
How pleasantly it scents the air 

In the cool, calm evening hour. 
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F is the loved Forget-me-not, 

So simple and so true. 
Attired in graceful mantelet 

Of true celestial blue. 

G the Germander Speedwell, 

Gentian, and Guelder Bose, 
With her pure and snow-white clusters, 

The fairest flower that blows. 

H is the flowering Hawthorn, 

To children all so dear. 
The Queen of English hedgerows 

In the spring-time of the year. 

1 is the climbing Ivy, 

To the old church tower clinging, 
As if it liketh much to hear 

The merry bells a-ringing. 

J is the starry Jasmine, 

Sacred to memories dear, 
Of loving hearts and accents sweet 

Which we never more shall hear. 

K is the yellow King Cup, 

Whose beauties children praise. 
When free from care and sadness 

In the morning of their days. 
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L is the modest Lily, 

So pensive and so pale, 
Contented with her humble lot 

At home in the leafy vale. 

M is the fragrant Myrtle, 
And Mignionette so sweet. 

And the bright-eyed morning glory 
You may at sunrise greet. 

N for the gay Nasturtium 
That climbs along the fence. 

Though to any fragrant odour 
He does not make pretence. 

is the spotted Orchis, 

The belle of hedge and field, 

And to its peerless beauty 
All othefr flowers must yield. 

P is the Pink, a favourite 
Of many shades and hues ; 

The Primrose fair, and Pimpernel 
The poor man's weather glass. 

For Q we have no blossom. 

No gem in Flora's crown. 
So we offer our condolence 

And leave poor Q alone. 
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R for the Roses, Roses, 

Rich clusters white and red, 
Pink, damask, cream, and wax-like, 

In border and in bed. 

S for Starwood and Speedwell, 

Snapdragon and Sweet Pea, 
And Snowdrop, with her drooping head, 

Sweetest of all to me. 

T for the flaunting Tulip, 

Thistle and Trumpet flower. 
And wild Thyme, on the breezy hill. 

The charm of a summer hour. 

V for the Violet lowly. 

Striving to be unseen, 
As it hides its head securely 

Among its leaflets green. 

Now for the Woodbine lastly. 

To bind the flowers together, 
A bouquet sweetly welcome 

Whatever be the weather. 
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THE FIRST-BORN. 

WELCOME, little stranger, 
Welcome as the spring. 
Welcome as the sunny days 

And the pleasant gifts they bring. 

Sweeter than the roses, 

Better far than they. 
Or all the floral treasures 

That deck the breast of May. 

Pretty northern blossom. 

Come in winter time. 
Opening a fresh fount of love 

In thy mother's heart and mine. 

Blue-eyed baby nestling 

On thy mother's breast. 
This earth will never yield thee 

Another such a rest. 

Now clasp thy father's finger, 

He is looking at his boy. 
And often will he linger 

Beside thee, baby joy. 
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He will wait to see the dawning 

Of infant reason's ray, 
That ushers in the morning 

Of life's uncertain day. 

Young mother, take this infant 

And nurse it for the Lord ; 
Father, train this darling 

By His Holy Word. 
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MAY. 

SHE is come, she is come, 
Our beautiful May, 
Strewing her flowers 
To gladden our way. 

Lilies and Roses 

All wet with the dew, 
Delicate Cowslips 

And Buttercups too. 

White-spangled Daisies 
That look at the skies, 

With crimson-tipped lashes 
And bright golden eyes ; 

Teaching humility, 

Heavenly grace. 
That makes us content 

With the lowliest place. 

Our bountiful Father, 
So good and so kind. 

To aid us in keeping 
This truth in our mind. 

Has scattereed the Daisy 

Wherever we go. 
That we by its lessons 

More humble may grow. 
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LITTLE VIOLET. 

T71AR, far away over the sea, 

-^ In a hut under the cocoa-nut tree, 

Lived little Violet, the negro child, 

Quiet and good, and of temper mild ; 

All the long sunny day she played 

With her dear little brother in the shade ; 

For dinner they ate the sweet white nut, 

And drank pure water out of a cup 

Her father made from the cocoa-nut shell, — 

Sweet water it was, and they loved it well ; 

And what little girl was more happy than she 

Under the shade of the cocoa-nut tree ? 

But, alas ! one day, oh, sad to tell, 

What a hapless fate little Violet befel. 

A wicked white man took hold of the child, 

And notwithstanding her cries so wild. 

They dragged her away, it was shocking to see, 

From her dear home under the cocoa-nut tree ; 

And her pretty eyes were'wet with tears, 

And her limbs they shook with terrible fears. 

But he carried her far, far over the sea. 

Away from her own loved cocoa-nut tree. 

L 
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V 

Poor little Violet, how she cried 
When she saw the rushing, roaring tide ; 
" Oh, Moder, Moder," she feebly said, 
'' Come to your Violet, or I'll be dead ! " 
But she did not die, the poor little slave. 
Nor find as she wished an early grave ; 
Grod looked from heaven with a pitying eye, 
He saw her weep, and He heard her sigh, 
And He sent a kind man to buy the child, 
Poor little Violet, so good and mild ; 

And he took her away to a sunny land, 
Where the rivers roll o'er golden sand, 
AVhere the orange flower and the myrtle blow, 
And where the graceful palm trees grow. 
And there was a palace of beauty rare. 
And a lovely creature, young and fair, 
Who pitied and loved the poor slave child. 
And told her of Jesus, the meek and mild. 
How He died for black as well white, 
Till the poor little heart was full of delight. 

And every evening the children sat 

In the cool deep shade, on an Indian mat. 

The one with her skin so dazzling fair, . 

Her garments of white, and golden hair. 

And the sable child, with her earnest eyes 

Lifted in reverence to the skies. 

As she listened entranced to the sweet young voice 

That told her of heaven and its endless joys. 
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And the new white hearfc that God will give 
To all who truly repent and believe ; 
Miss Fanny, she said, ** Ask God to give 
Me a new white heart, for I believe.'* 

And the children knelt together there. 

And lifted their voices in humble prayer, 

That the black and white, the rich and poor, 

May meet at last on that happy shore, 

AYhere the little weary slave shall rest 

In the peaceful home of the righteous blest. 

*'Is my heart white now. Miss Fanny ? *' said she. 

As she lingered still on her bended knee ; 

' ' Me wish me were white all over, like you, 

Den everybody would love me too ; 

Den Massa Tom," and she whispered low, 

*' Wouldn't lash me as he did just now 

Only for being a nigger, you know. 

Oh, me wish sometimes to heaven I go, 

Den never more I sob and cry. 

And lay me down and wish to die." 

But the day was hot, and the children moved 
To go to an arbour they dearly loved ; 
And they linked their hands, the white and black, 
And trod in silence the beaten track, • 
Till they came in sight where the fountain played 
With its tinkling sound in the grateful shade. 
A jessamine and a passion flower 
Were twining round the favourite bower. 

l2 
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One scarlet blossom with sunlike rays 

AVas on the ground, and they stopped to gaze 

On its matchless beauty, when they hear 

A hissing sound, and much they fear 

To turn their eyes, and look around ; 

For, oh, how can I tell the tale, 

Enough to make the cheek turn pale. 

Beneath a lofty tamarind tree 

A boy, the slave child's enemy, 

AVas fast asleep, and did not know 

That near him was a deadly foe. 

With hooded crest and glaring eye, 

Just going to spring on the sleeping boy. 

" Oh, Massa Tom," shrieked the poor slave child. 

As she flung herself down, with gesture wild. 

On the prostrate form ; and the serpent, foiled, 

AVith aim too sure her young life despoiled. 

In her sable arm he left the fang 

That sent to her heart its dying pang. 

Poor Tom, whose heart was filled with grief. 

Ran quickly off to get relief. 

But nothing could be done to save 

Poor little Violet from the grave ; 

^Vnd they stood around to see her die, 

AVhile tears fell fast from every eye. 

" Miss Fanny, dear," she feebly said, 

*' Don't cry for me, I'm not afraid; 

I've got the new white heart, and I 

Shall soon see Jesus in the sky. 
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My Massa, dear, my mistress too, 
I love you dearly, all of you, 
And glad is Violet now to save 
Poor Massa Tom from too soon grave ; 
Tis dis ting only makes me grieve, 
That sweet Miss Fanny I must leave ; 
But Massa Jesus soon will come 
And take you white and shiny home ; 
And dere your little slave you'll sec 
Among that blessed company. 
Oh, happy place, come Jesus, come, 
I want to go to heaven, my home ! '' 
She ceased, her spirit took its flight 
To worlds of bliss and realms of light. 
*' Poor Violet," said her master, weeping, 
'* Poor Violet, she is but sleeping ! '' 
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JESUS. 

OH, Jesus, infant Jesus, 
By angel voices sung, 
Who up among the midnight stars 
Their harps of gladness strung. 

Oh, Jesus, loving Jesus, 

Who did'st the young ones take 
Into Thy kind and tender arms, 

For Thy own mercy's sake ! 

Oh, Jesus, wounded Jesus, 

With the thorns upon Thy brow. 

How radiant is the glory-crown 
That Thou art wearing now ! 

Oh, Jesus, smitten Jesus, 

In Pilate's judgment hall. 
Deserted in Thy utmost need. 

Forsaken, shunned by all. 

Oh, Jesus, fainting Jesus, 

Bearing Thy cross alone. 
Hast Thou no friend to help Thee, 

Oh, sad and weary one ? 

Oh, Jesus, dying Jesus, 

Thou Lamb of Calvary, 
Say, oh. Thou precious Saviour, 

Say, did'st Thou die for me ? S. H. 
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THE HEAVENLY SALEM. 

OH, Salem's happy city, 
That place of glory bright, 
With streets of gold and pearly gates, 
All beautiful with light. 

There the children saved by Jesus 

In sunlit robes appear. 
And crowns of dazzling beauty 

Are given for them to wear. 

The hearts there know no sadness, 
The bright eyes know no tears, 

Love tunes their harps to gladness. 
And each a palm branch bears. 

There on the hills of beauty. 
There in the bowers of bliss. 

They sing the praise of Jesus, 
And see Him as He is. 

Else by the shining river. 
In pastures green and fair. 

They pluck the fadeless flowers. 
For spring is ever there. 



152 CRUMBS FROM THE TABLE 0¥ THE MUSES. 

And then they join the choms 

Of glory to the Lamb, 
With martyrs, saints, and angels. 

Before the great I Am. 

Oh, happy, happy children, 
God by His grace prepare 

Our dearly loved ones all to join 
That bright assembly there. 
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GLAD TIDINGS OF GREAT JOY. 

•* /^H, what a pretty verse, 
^^ Glad tidings of great joy." 
'* Is it good news, mamma. 
To please a little boy ? 

'* It must be something good, 
For joy is happiness, 
And everyone is glad 
To have a lot of this ! " 

'' Well, then, my child, you may 
Be happy every day. 
If you this news believe 
And for its blessings pray. 

*' The joyful tidings are 

That Jesus Christ was born, 
Jesus, who came to save 
The wretched and forlorn." 

*' Mamma, I'm happy now ; 
Must I be poor and sad 
Before this blessed news 

Can make me rich and glad ! " 

** Yes, dear, you must be poor 
In spirit and in soul ; 
Broken in heart, then Jesus will 
Restore and make it whole." 
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SCRIPTURE DISSOLVING VIEWS. 

No. 1.— PAET I. 

T SEE a garden, broad and fair, 

-L And tempting fruits and flowers are there ; 

The gentle breeze blows soft and warm. 

And the sunny sky ne'er knew a storm, 

Sweet singing birds, with plumage gay ; 
Sit warbling on every spray, 
And noble beasts are roaming there 
About that garden large and fair. 

Beneath a tree, whose foliage spreads 
It's ample shelter o'er their heads. 
Two creatures, in God's image made, 
Enjoy the cool refreshing shade. 

In earnest converse they appear, 
But see — there is a serpent near. 
His head and every scaly fold 
Are glittering with green and gold. 

Some luscious fruit is hanging there, 
Which to the woman proved a snare. 
By eating which she brought disgrace 
And untold misery on her race. 
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PART II. 

The scene now changed, that noble pair 
Are banished from that garden fair, 
For they have sinned against their God, 
And now they feel His chastening rod. 

A barren waste is all the ground. 
For sin has spread its venom round, 
And a bright angel guards the gate 
Where they enjoyed their first estate. 

No cooling fruit, no blushing flowers, 
No converse sweet in happy bowers ; 
Briers and thorns beset their way, 
And clouds obscure the sun's bright ray. 

And now in sorrow and disgrace 
They seek another resting-place. 
Oh, hapless pair, so soon to be 
A prey to such deep misery. 

Poor fainting ones, but there was One, 
God's only well-beloved Son, 
Who pitied them, and freely gave 
His life, their precious souls to save. 
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NO. 2 -PART I. 

EECLINING on a flowery bank. 
In fair Judea's land, 
I see a gentle Shepherd boy, 
And a harp is in his hand. 

A lamb, the pretty household pet, 

Is lying at his feet, 
And far and near his faithful dog 

Recalls the wandering sheep. 

Above him waves the graceful palm, 

And Sharon's lovely rose 
Reflects her image in the stream 

That through the pasture flows. 

Now from his harp and tuneful voice 

Sweet music fills the air. 
But sweeter music fills his heart, 

For love to God is there. 

This makes the Shepherd boy content 

To share a humble lot. 
For while he feels his God is near, 

The great he envies not. 
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He lingers oft at evening time 

To see the starry sky, 
And gaze with wonder on the orbs 

That God has placed on high. 

And then he sings Thy glory, Lord, 

The spangled heavens declare. 
And of Thy goodness in Thy gifts 

The meanest creatures share. 

Oh, happy Shepherd boy, thus taught 

To love the Lord his God, 
And in sweet songs, till time shall cease, 

To sound His praise abroad. 



PART II. 

In royal robes I see a king, 

In fair Judaea's land : 
A dazzling crown is on his head. 

And a harp is in his hand. 

Nobles and lords of high degree 
Around him humbly wait, 

And suppliants for his royal grace 
Bend lowly at his feet. 
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*' But vain,'' he says, ** is earthly pomp, 

If God be absent there, 
My spirit pants for thee, my God, 

Oh, hear Thy servant's prayer." 

The pageant o'er, he sweetly sings 

In strains of holy joy, 
*' The Lord, my shepherd is, and I 

Love His divine employ, 

'' He leads me for His own dear sake, 

In paths of righteousness. 
He fills my earthly cup, and grants 

The blessings of His grace. 

" And e'en should death its shadows wrap 

Around my fainting head, 
His rod and staff will give me strength 

The gloomy path to tread." 
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NO. 3.-PART I. 

A RRAYED in Eastern grandeur^ 
-^^ On a river'^s sedgy brink, 
Are many maidens walking, 
And one of royal rank. 

The' balmy air is kissing 
Their olive-tinted cheeks, 

But see they now are halting. 
For the royal maiden speaks : 

**Look, Isma, see that basket 

Just by the lotus there. 
Haste thee, I fain would have it. 

So quickly bring it here." 

« 

The maiden does her bidding. 
And the precious burden bears 

To her mistress, who discovers 
A lovely babe in tears. 

Her woman's heart is melted. 
She soothes the little one. 

And then and there determines 
To adopt him for her son. 
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So the little foundling prospers. 
And a king was trained to be 

Over a mighty nation 
Cursed with idolatry. 



PART II. 

A man of royal bearing 
Is stretching out his hand, 

And a countless host around him 
Move on at his command. 

The sea, with foaming billows, 

Is da£ihing on the shore. 
But that right hand their fury checks. 

And they rage and foam no more. 

*' Fear not," he says, "go forward. 
Tour God will be your guide, 

For He will help me, by His power, 
These waters to divide." 

So by this most strange of pathways. 

He leads the mighty host. 
With holy triumph and renown. 

Safe to fair Caanan's coast. 
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NO. 4.-PART I. I 

ON a fair spot, in ancient time, 
A happy group I see, I 

Parents, and'sons and daughters, too, 
Blessed with prosperity. 

The pastures round are white with flocks, 

The fields are fresh and green. 
And in the country, far and near, I 

No sunnier spot was seen. 

I 
The patriarch owner was a man 

Who loved and feared the Lord, ' 

And found in true and noWe deeds 

The good man's great reward. 

His children clustered round his feet 

And grew up at his side, 
And long with wealth and honour blest. 

No ill did them betide. 

When he dispensed his bounteous gifts J 

He made the widow's heart < 

To sing for joy, and all the poor | 

Received a liberal part. I 
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PART n. 

Poor, abject, and forsaken, 

A man is sitting there. 
His heart is full of sorrow, 

And tempted to despair. 

His many foes assail him 
With slander, hate, and spite ; 

Friends stand aloof, nor kindly try 
To make his burden light. 

But though by men forsaken. 
His God regards him still, 

And gives him strength and patience 
To do His holy will. 

I feel, he said, the blessing 
Thy sacred presence gives, 

But above all in knowing 
That my Redeemer lives. 

And God at length rewarded 
His faithfulness and truth. 

And his last days were honoured 
More than his prosperous youth. 
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NO. V. 

A MAN, of meek demeanour, 
Is sitting on a well, 
He looks both faint and weary, 
Who is it, can you tell ? 

A woman from the city 

Is come for water there ; 
She has a pitcher with her. 

But is neither young nor fair. 

She draws the cooling liquid 
From the crystal depths below, 

And straightway to the city 
She now prepares to go. 

The' gentle stranger stops her, 
** Give me to drink," he said ; 

She then, with kindly feeling. 
Took the pitcher from her head. 

What city did she come from ? 

Who was the weary man ? 
And where were those who loved Him, 

Come, tell me if you can ? 

m2 
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Yes, this poor dusty traveller 

Was our Immanuel, 
The God-man, veiled in human flesh, 

To save our souls from hell. 

What joyful news He tells her ; 

Let us. listen to His Word ; 
For never spoke a man like this — 

Our loved and honoured Lord. 

' ' Believe me, if thou knewest 
Who it is that talks with thee, 

Thou would' st have asked salvation. 
Which is like water free." 

And still, though now in glory 
He lives and reigns above. 

He gives us living water 

From the fountain of His love. 
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Is it well with the child ? ' and she said, * It is well.' " 

MY little blossom, thou art gone, 
Yet will I not repine ; 
I yield thee, precious one, to God, 
For thou art His, not mine. 

Yet I must weep, 'twas bitter pain 

To see my darling die. 
To watch the bloom fade from his cheek. 

The brightness from his eye. 

To think I never more shall feel 

His rosy lips press mine. 
Or hear him lisp his hymn and prayer. 

When 'tis pleasant evening time ; 

Or see his golden ringlets wave 
O'er his neck and brow so fair. 

Or hear his merry laugh when called 
In his brother's sports to share ; 

Or listen to his bird-like voice 

Tuning its infant lays. 
Hailing the rosy morning dawn 

With sweetest songs of praise. 



166 CEUMBS PROM THE TABLE OF THE MUSES. 

No more, no more, but by priBcious faith 

I look to the better land, 
And there I see my cherub boy 

'Mid a shining angel band. 

How glorious, passing fair he looked, 

I cannot, dare not say, 
But to know my lamb is safe in heaven 

Shall chase my grief away. 
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MEMORY'S PICTURES FROM MY OWN LIFE. 

IN my first, is a rare old garden 
Well stored with fruit and flower, 
And from it, in tho distance, 
Is seen the old church tower. 

And a bower was in that garden. 

Where many a happy day 
We children passed together 

In most delightfril play. 

A jessamine grew o'er it. 

Mingling its blossoms fair 
With the old brown thatch and ivy. 

That thriveth everywhere. 

A Lady, too, is sitting 

Within that pleasant bower. 
And she sings both soft and sweetly 

To the chimes in the old church tower. 

I see two children, also, 

Of summers five and seven. 
The one is still a pilgrim here ; 

The other is in heaven. 
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That cherub boy, how beautiful 

He still appears to me, 
As upward to the deep-blue sky 

He gazes silently. 

His healthful cheek was glowing, 
His sparkling eye was bright, 

His form was cast in beauty's mould, 
He looked a thing of light. 

** Sister," he said, intently 

Fixing his earnest eye, — 
" Sister," he said, **I should so like, 

I should so like to die," 

A chilly fear crept o'er me, 
A tear stole down my cheek, 

I felt a sinking in my heart, 
I knew not how to speak. 

'* Ah, silly boy," I murmured, 
** You know not what you say ; 

You don't know what it is to die 
And go so far away." 

He cast a look upon me, — 

A look of pitying love. 
And said, *'But, sister dear, to go 

And live with God above ; 
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" To go and live with Jesus, 

Oh, I should like it so. 
And have a harp, and wear a crown. 

And sing with angels, too." 

Then like a fawn he bounded 

Off to his merry play. 
Not thinking much, nor caring 

For any future day. 

But even then the sunshine 

Of his young life was o'er ; 
It set that day, to rise again 

Upon a happier shore. 

His active limbs soon prostrate 

Lay on a bed of pain. 
But, with Christian sweet submission, 

He said, " I won't complain. 

** Jesus will come, dear mother. 

And take His lamb to heaven." 
And soon the angels' welcome 

To his happy soul was given. 
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PHILIP AND HIS MOTHER. 

A CHRISTIAN mother is sitting there, 
-^^ Near a fire-place, large and wide. 
And a gentle boy of five years old 
Is standing by her side. 

All round the chimney-place are tiles. 
With a Scripture scene on each. 

And from these tiles that mother tries 
Sweet Bible truths to teach. 

And they are stories, too, that much 

Young Philip loves to hear, 
Of patriarchs and saints that lived 

In God's most holy fear. 

One day she told him all about 

That pleasant garden where 
Adam and Eve together lived, 

A good and happy pair. 

Of Cain and Abel, too, she talked, 

Noah, and Shem, and Ham, 
With Enoch, and Methuselah, 

And faithful Abraham. 

Isaac, who loved at eventide 

To watch the fading light, 
Jacob, and Esau, too, who sold 

For pottage his birthright. 
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Of Joseph, too, whose history 

Charms every youthful ear ; 
Of Reuben, Simeon, Issachar, 

And Benjamin so dear. 

Then, after these, how Egypt's king 

Oppressed Israel, 
And how the Lord deliyered them 

Against the tyrant's will. 

How Moses led them through a land 

Beset with enemies, 
To Canaan, where they all may live 

In unity and peace. 

Then Samuel, and old Eli, too, 

And Saul, that stately king, 
David, the youthful shepherd boy. 

Who to his harp did sing ; 

Of Jonathan, and Solomon, 

Who in his early days 
Asked humbly to be taught of God 

To walk in Wisdom's ways. 

Rehoboam, too, who spurned advice 

From wise and aged men ; 
Ahab, and wicked Jezebel, 

Who food for dogs became. 
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Elijah, and Elisha, too, 

Daniel and Jeremiah, 
And he who in seraphic strains 

Sung of the blest Messiah. 

And Ruth, the gentle stranger fair. 
Whom Boaz loved so well ; 

Esther, the queen so kind and true, 
And the captive Jewish girl. 

But mostly Philip liked to hear 

About our blessed Lord, 
His sayings and kind acts of love 

Recorded in His Word. 

Thus, day by day, the holy seed 
Was sown in his young heart. 

And by the Spirit he was taught 
To choose the better part. 

And then, with fervent zeal and love, 

He told to sinners round 
The value of that precious grace 

That he himself had found. 

And so he lived, and so he worked, 

Till, perfected in love. 
He left with joy the Church below 

To join the Church above. 
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THE SHUNAMMITE. 

PART I. 



(( 



TT7ILL you please to tell me, dear Mamma, 



About the little lad 
Who went into the sunny fields 
And made his head so bad ? '' 

'* Well, dear, his parents lived like yours 
Among the pastures green. 
Where grass and trees, and pretty flowers. 
Could everywhere be seen. 

" And they had stores of wheat and oil. 
And balm and honey sweet. 
And their house was oft a resting-place 
For sad and weary feet. 

" One traveller, a holy man. 

Found sweet refreshment there, 
And in return he sought for them 
Blessings from God in prayer. 

** They made a little room for him, 
With bed and candlestick. 
And were so very very kind 
Whenever he was sick. 
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** One day, he asked the Shunammite 
If she would to him tell 
What gift would make her heart most glad, 
For sure she knew quite well. 

" With humble hope she told the wish 
That oft her heart beguiled ; 
It was, that God would give to them 
A darling little child. 

" And then Elisha asked the Lord 
To send the precious treasure, 
And soon, in their parental arms. 
They clasped their life's chief pleasure. 

** And all admired the darling child. 
For he was very fair, 
With laughing eyes of darkest hue 
And curls of golden hair. 

** And he was taught, from day to day. 
To love and help the poor. 
And often he would give to them 
From his own little store. 

** One day, when summer's burning sun 
Had ripened all the grain. 
And every heart rejoiced to see 
The often loaded wain. 
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The child went out into the field 
To share the general joy, 

And the father left the harvesters 
To go and meet his boy. 



** Upon his child, with grateful pride 
He cast a loving look. 
And kindly in his sun-burnt palm 
The gentle hand he took. 

** The burning sun, with fiery ray, 
Beat on the fair young head. 
And soon, with lamentation sore. 
He was carried home for dead." 



PART n. 

" Oh, sad reverse for the mother and wife, 
To see her hope, the joy of her life ; 
Her summer sunshine, and wintry light, 
Put out and quenched by a terrible blight. 

" But she murmured not, and calmly sat 
With the stricken child upon her lap, 
Till the hour of noon, when he gently sighed, 
Gave a smile to his mother, and then he died. 
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*' Still she murmured not, nor wailed, nor wept ; 
She believed her darling only slept. 
For she knew the sam^e almighty power 
That gave her child could now restore ; 

** And then she rose and carried away 
Tenderly, softly, the beautiful clay ; 
And to the prophet's room she sped, 
And laid it on the prophet's bed. 

" Now she goes to her husband, and calls for her 
maid, 
' I will that the asses be saddled,' she said ; 
' For I must away to the prophet to-day. 
So haste my departure, good husband, I pray.' 

*' *But wherefore, my wife, doth thou leave me so 

soon ? 
It is not the Sabbath — ^it is not new moon.' 
* My reason, ' said she, * I cannot now tell. 
But I know thou canst trust me, and all shall be 

well.' 



'* 'God speed thee,' he said, 'and whatever thy 
thought, 
I will pray for a blessing, and hinder thee not. 
Yes, I know I can trust thee, my partner in life. 
My counsellor, helper, my treasure, my wife.' 
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** Then she said to the servant, *I pray thee make 
haste, 
And, except I shall bid thee, not slacken thy pace, 
For I must needs speak to the prophet to-day, 
So hasten me onward, good servant, I pray.' 

*' And now she doth look on the mountain's fair brow, 
With sunshine above her, and sunshine below ; 
Her faith was still firm, but her eye it was dim. 
She was thinking — oh, yes, she was thinking of him. 

** Of him, the sweet pledge of their mutual love. 
The long- waited- for gift of her father above, — 
Of him, yes, her idol ; it flashed on her now. 
And she prayed for forgiveness on Carmel's fair 
brow. 

** The man of God saw her, and quickly he went 
To summon his servant with kindly intent : 
* See, yonder this Shunammite cometh ? go on 
And say, * Is it well with thy husband and son V 

" And she said, *It is well,' and stayed not her pace 
Till the kind and good prophet she saw face to face; 
And then she alighted, and clasping his feet. 
She bowed her head down and did bitterly weep. 

*' Then Gehazi came near to thrust her away. 
But Elisha said, * Nay, do not so ; let her stay : 
Her soul it is vexed within her, I see. 
And the Lord, it hath pleased Him, to hide it 
from me.' 

N 
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" But the cloud of her anguish dispersed with her 

tears, 
And bore on its wings all her doubts and her fears ; 
With calmness she told him her sorrowful tale, 
Though her eye it was dim, and her cheek it was 

pale. 

*' And he said to Gehazi, *Run quickly, I pray. 
And haste thee, saluting no man by the way ; 
Go to, take my staflf from the pin where it keepeth. 
And lay it with care on the face that now sleepeth.*' 

" Then Gehazi, with speed, passed by them and ran. 
Till he came to the doorway where sat the good 
man ; 

But he passed him by. 
And did quickly hie 
To the chamber where. 
With many a tear. 
The mother had laid 
On the prophet's bed 
Her treasure so dear. 

'' And he laid his staff on the face of the child. 
Who looked as if he sweetly smiled. 
But the simple effort was all in vain. 
So Gehazi returned to the prophet again. 

" ' He does not awake, Oh, master,' he said, 
* But quiet and death-like still rests on thy bed.' 
Then Elisha went in, and shut to the door. 
And spoke to the Lord of what troubled him sore. 
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** For he knew that by fervent effectual prayer 
The Lord may be pleased again to restore 
To those who had helped him in sorrow and pain, 
Their beloved, their darling, their treasure again. 

** And the father and mother are joining below, 
With a fervency only kind parents can know, 
And the servants and kinsfolk, the stranger, and 

poor, 
All unite in one prayer, the loved child to restore. 

'* She now glides away, the mother, out there. 
To wait till she hears the footfall on the stair ; 
Oh, that mocking suspense, — oh, that agony sore, 
How far it surpassed all she suffered before ! 

'* But it comes not, it comes not, till shaded in grey 
The curtain of evening has shut out the day. 
And she, faint and weary, — oh, she is still there. 
Still waiting to hear the footfall on the stair. 

' ' She listens : a footstep, Gehazi draws near ; 
He says, ' Oh, my lady, you've nothing to fear ; 
The Lord He is gracious, come hither and see 
A proof of His love and compassion to thee.' 

" She has gained the last stair, and now stands at 
the door. 
And hears the sweet voice that has charmed her 

before ; 
She entered, and, oh, all ye mothers can tell 
How cheerfully now she could say, ' It is well.' " 

n2 
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LINES FOR A CHILD'S BIBLE. 

OTHOU who once when in this wilderness 
Didst little children take and kindly bless, 
Deign from Thy radiant throne to lend an ear. 
And listen to a mother's fervent prayer ? 
Not the world's treasures for my child I crave, 
But an inheritance beyond the grave. 
Spirit of light and truth, Thy grace impart, 
Impress these sacred pages on his heart ; 
Teach him to heed according to Thy Word, 
Lest his young footsteps wander from the Lord ; 
And may his soul, by Thy abounding grace. 
At last in righteousness behold Thy face. 
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I LOVE JESUS. 

YES, I love Jesus, for He came 
To earth from heaven above, 
And all He did and all He taught 
Was full of holy love. 

Yes, I love Jesus, for He said 
The little ones should come. 

And in His loving arms they felt 
As happy as at home. 

Yes, I love Jesus, for He healed 

The ruler's little girl. 
And made so many people glad — 

How many none can tell. 

Yes, I love Jesus, for He hears 

My feeble infant prayer. 
And freely takes a sinful child 

Under His tender care. 

Yes, I love Jesus, for He said 

His little one's should be 
With Him in heaven, and there I know 

He'll keep a place for me. 
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ENGLISH RIVERS. 

COME, Clara, what have you to say 
In your geography to-day ? 
Here is the map of England, dear. 
With all its names so nice and clear 

Of lakes and rivers, mountains, glens, 
Towns, cities, villages and fens,' 
Bays, hills and bridges, old and new, 
And last, not least, the railways too. 

Of rivers, Thames must be the first. 
Whose praises poets have rehearsed. 
Ere since his infant stream was spied 
Trickling down the mountain side. 

Yes, Father Thames, now growing old, — 
His age, methinks, cannot be told ; 
And yet he looks as young as ever. 
The famous, grand and fine old river. 

The Mersey seems the next of note, 
On which so many vessels float 
To Liverpool, a mine of wealth. 
Which some to gain have lost their health. 
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Then comes the Severn's rolling tide, 
Where mighty ships are seen to glide, 
Carrying a freight of all good things 
The merchant to old Bristol brings. 

Then Avon, serpentine and winding, 
Which if you seek is worth the finding ; 
Where huge St. Vincent towers his crest, 
With grand Leigh Woods in foliage drest. 

Then classic Wye, and silvery Dove, 
And Ouse which tuneful poets love ; 
Where ivory water lilies float 
Beside the painted pleasure boat. 

But stop, we must look further north 
For coaly Tyne and Frith of Forth, 
And Humber, too, and sandy Dee, 
And some of lesser note I see. 

Then Tees and Kibble, Bure and Cam, 
And smaller streams without a name. 
Which gently gliding, seem to say, 
**I'm useful in my humble way." 
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EUROPEAN ISLANDS. 

AN island is land with water all round, 
And many of these on the map may be found ; 
We'll begin with old England, because its our home, 
Take a peep at green Ireland, and then onwards 
roam. 

Which way shall we travel, to the north or south 

pole ? 
I think we'll go southward because of the cold. 
Visit Jersey and Guernsey, tho' I hope not because 
We want to get out of the reach of the laws. 

The islands that next claim our notice will be 
All those in the Mediterranean sea ; 
When the rock of Gibralter recedes from our view, 
Comes Majorca, Minorca, and Ivica too. 

When these have been duly examined, we'll steer 
Our course from Minorca to Corsica, where 
Is the birthplace of one who designed in his day 
To rule throughout Europe with absolute sway. 

He threatened our own peaceful land to invade. 
And the freedom of Englishmen thought to degrade ; 
But God in His mercy prevented the shock. 
And soon the fierce eagle was chained to a rock. 
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Our route will be next to Sardinia's famed isle, 
And here we must tarry and rest for awhile ; 
For our journey from England so rapid has been 
Our friends will imagine we've done it by steam. 

From Sardinia to Sicily next we must sail, 
And from thence I am sure we shall wonders detail ; 
For there in pre-eminence proud does arise 
Fierce Etna whose flames oft ascend to the skies. 

But hearken, its bellowings seem to portend 
An eruption, if so then our course we will bend 
To Melita, or Malta, and make our escape 
From the havoc tremendous it threatens to make. 

This island though now like a garden arrayed. 

And with fragrant green myrtle and orange o'er- 

spread. 
Were it not cultivated with fondness and care 
Would be nought but a freestone rock, naked and 

bare. 

The largest remaining which have not been named. 
Are Candia and Cyprus, and Rhodes, which is famed. 
For producing the elegant rosewood which we 
Have of late been importing to such a degree. 

Thus we've travelled from island to island and seen 
Fresh wonders to gaze at where'er we have been ; 
And yet we can say, that wherever we roam. 
There is no place like England, our own native home. 
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THE LADY LUCY'S PETITION. 

AN INCIDENT IN THE BEIGN OF WILLIAM AND MARY. 

A BALLAD. 

TN the palmy days of Mary, 
-*- When William ruled the land, 
And swayed old England's sceptre 
With a firm unwavering hand ; 

When the second James was banished 

For his folly and his crime, 
And the country was at peace again 

As in the olden times, 

A noble lord who willingly 
Would have restored the king, 

And so to further this intent 
His vassals all did bring, 

Was as a prisoner taken. 

And to the Tower sent, 
There to await, in sorrow great, 

His certain punishment. 

Lord Preston was his title. 

And a daughter fair he had. 
Enough to make the loving heart 

Of any father glad ; 
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For she was good and dutiful 

Ab any child could be, 
And a little Lady Bountiful 

To all the poor was she. 

She had no tender mother, 

And was only nine years old. 
When the fierce tigers of the law 

On her father did lay hold ; 

And it made her very sorrowful 

When she knew her parent dear 
Was made a prisoner of state 

Within the Tower drear. 

A kind old servant often 

Would try to comfort her, 
And aunts and cousins, a long train, 

Did all they could to cheer. 

She took no consolation, 

But a promise she should see 
And share her father's troubles 

In this terrible decree. 

So the carriage then was ordered, 

And the darling daughter goes 
To the Tower with her kind old nurse. 

When the gates upon them close. 
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The grim old walls looked frowning 

To the gentle timid child, 
And she shrinketh, pale and trembling, 

From a place to her so wild. 

Her spirit sunk within her. 
And her little heart it beat. 

As she thought of taleff of horror 
In that terrible retreat. 

** Are you afraid," my darling, 

The old nurse kindly said, 
As through a gloomy passage 

Her little charge she led. 

** It is a dismal place, nurse," 
Sweet Lucy said, and sighed. 

While like a fluttering dove she clung 
Close to her nurse's side. 

• 

*' But I do not care about it. 

If dear papa is here. 
For if I can be with him 

I'm happy anywhere. 

" 'Tis very strange, I fancy. 

That anyone should find 
A word to say against papa. 

Who was so good and kind. 
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'• It was here the little princes 
Were released from all their pain, 

And the Lady Jane, so lovely, 
Most wickedly was slain. 

" I'm sure it's very cruel 

Such dreadful things to do ; 
Nurse, do you think they really will 

Ball my dear father too." 

*• Hush, darling child, we must not 

Freely express our fears. 
For here as I have often heard 

The very walls have ears." 

And now they reach the landing. 

Where along the corridor 
The whistling wind played mournfully 

With the maiden's golden hair. 

The sentinel looked kindly. 

As the bolts and bars he drew, 
And then how quickly o'er the floor 

The child, the daughter flew. 

"My darling," said her father, 

** And is this mercy given, 
That I should see you once again 

Before we meet in heaven." 
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"Oh do not go, my dear papa, 
And leave your Lucy here. 

All, all alone in this bad world. 
Without a father's care." 

For strange to say, she had not then 
fler father's sentence heard. 

So the sorrow in her tender heart 
Blended with hope deferred. 

"God will protect my Lucy," 
The mourning father said. 

As in the anguish of his soul 
He bowed his noble head. 

*' My dearest, dearest father," 
The weeping child replied, 

As on his breast she laid her head. 
Her misery to hide. 

■ 

" My Lucy dear, have you not heard 

My cruel, cruel fate ; 
Your father never more must go 

Within his castle gate. 

"For very soon my enemies 

Will take away my head, 
And I shall lie in peaceful sleep 

In my last earthly bed." 
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** Cut oflFyour head, my dear papa ? 

That, they shall never do, 
I'll cling around your neck so tight 

That they shall kill me too." 

And then she knelt in agony 

Upon the chilly floor, 
* * Oh, God, ' ' she said, * ' from heaven look down. 

And hear, oh hear my prayer. 

" For Jesus' sake in pitying love, 

Oh influence the king. 
And do not let the people do 

So very vile a thing." 

*' What think you, dearest master," 

Said faithful Amy Green, 
*' Could not a friend be found to speak 

For you unto the Queen ? 

'* For the sake of her own father 

You now in prison lie. 
And your life should not be forfeited 

For acting faithfully." 

» 

The noble Lord made answer, 

*' My kind and worthy friend, 
I know not any one to ask 

My just cause to defend. 
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**I'm now alone and friendless, 

But I put my trust in Him 
Who, I hope, through Christ my Saviour, 

Has pardoned all my sin." 

*'My dear papa," said Lucy, 
As a smile met with a tear, 

And checked it in its progress 
Upon her cheek so fair, 

** I have just now a happy thought, 
Which sometime will be seen ; 

It is that / can go and speak 
For you unto the Queen." 

"My darling," said Lord Preston, 

*' You talk with majesty ! 
You will not know, my dearest. 

What it is right to say." 

" But God can teach me," dear papa, 

And if He does, you know, 
My simple words will have such power, 

The Queen cannot say no." 

"God speed thee then, my darling. 
And own thy precious faith. 

And teach thee always to rely 
On what the Bible saith. 
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" I trust this thought, my daughter, 

Was given from above, 
And may success attend thy plea 

And own thy filial love. 

** There is one who may befriend me, 

The Lady Clarendon, 
And will perhaps assist you 

To carry out your plan. 

** Access for her is easy 

Unto her majesty, 
And I know she has a tender heart, 

And wishes well to me. 

** And now, my faithful Amy, 

I leave the rest to you ; 
You must protect my Lucy, 

And be her escort too^ 

'* And I will set to writing 

A suitable petition. 
Expressing my humility 

And sorrowful contrition. 

** And now farewell, my Lucy, 

Until we meet again 
Beneath a brighter sky on earth 

Or happier still in heaven." 
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** Oh, dear papa, you must not 

Talk any more like this, 
I feel quite sure that God will hear 

My prayer for your release." 

So with many tears sweet Lucy 

Bade her papa good-bye, 
And passed again the grim old walls 

And time-worn towers high. 

Next morning, at an early hour, 

Attired in mourning garb, 
Her anxious journey to commence. 

The lovely child appeared. 

Her face was pale, but angel hope 

Lit up her sweet blue eye. 
As with a sunny smile she passed 

The group gf servants by. 

''God bless and prosper her," they said, 
*' And bring our lord again 

In health and strength, and every good, 
Long over us to reign." 

And tears and blessings followed her. 
As, with hope and fear, she went 

To plead for her loved father's life. 
As was her fixed intent. 
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The journey o'er, with eager haste 

She sought her father's friend, 
In whose kind offices she knew 

She must alone depend. 

And to the Lady Clarendon 

Access she quickly gained, 
And with a winning eloquence 

Her errand she explained. 

" Sweet child, don't weep," the Lady said, 

*' And I will try to gain 
Some time to-morrow, if I can, 

Admission to the Queen. 

** But much I fear, my lovely one. 

That you will frightened be. 
And not know what you ought to say 

When royal folk you see." 

" But God will teach me, lady dear, 

If you will take me where 
The Queen doth in the palace walk 

With her knights and ladies fair." 

In the morning. Lady Clarendon 

Sweet Lucy led away 
To the picture gallery, where the Queen 

Would be some time that day. 

o2 
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Among the many portraits there 

Was one that Lucy knew ; 
It was King James, her father's friend, 

Queen Mary's father too. 

" I know that gentleman," she said, 

'* For once he spoke to me. 
And smiled, and stroked my head, and was 

As kind as kind could be." 

A sound of footsteps soon was heard. 

Voices and laughter, too; 
" Now, Lucy, dear," the lady said, 

" I must take my leave of you. 

*' Stand still, my love, and when you hear 

The Queen is coming near. 
Drop on your knees, and bid Her Grace 

Will your petition hear." 

Nearer and nearer now drew nigh 

The knights and ladies fair. 
And quickly beat the little heart 

Of the sweet child standing there. 

With quivering lip and trembling hand 

She bendeth now her knee, 
While the fair young cheek, so deadly pale, 

Bespoke her agony. 
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The valour of her willing heart, 

And all she wished to say, 
Was taken, on the wings of fear, 

From Lucy quite away. 

But her pale face, her mourning garb, 

And her beseeching look. 
Went to the royal Mary's heart, 

As she the paper took. 

She opened it, but with a frown 

Soon closed it up again. 
As she saw upon the topmost line 

Lord Preston's hated name. 

'*0h, lady, dear ! " sweet Lucy cried, 

As the royal robe she clasped, 
While from her gentle eyes the tears 

Fell copiously and fast — 

'* Oh, lady, dear ! " again she said ; 

*' Oh, spare my father, spare, — 
Oh, do not turn away your head. 

But listen to my prayer ! " 

'' My little girl, I pity you," 

The Queen did then reply, 
** But your father broke his country's laws. 

And therefore he must die." 
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" But my father is so very good,'' 

The little pleader said, 
'* Oh, dear, I cannot think at all 

Why he should lose his head ! '' 

'' He may be good to you, my child," 

Queen Mary did reply, 
'' But he has been a traitor false, 

And therefore he must die." 

** But, gracious Queen, I have been told 

You can a pardon give. 
And God is merciful to those 

Who others' woes relieve." 

*' It ill becometh you, a child," 
The Queen did gravely say, 

'' To tell me what I ought to do. 
And think I shall obey." 

The Lady Lucy answereth not. 
But turning those sweet eyes 

She on the picture fixes them, 
As if in sad surprise. 

The likeness that she gazeth on 

Is of the exiled King, 
And surely to the mourning child 

Doth some remembrance bring. 
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Her Majesty desires to know 

Why she looketh so thereon, 
And soon the courtly train do all 

Bound the Lady Lucy throng. 

But unto none she makes reply 
Till the Queen herself draws near, 

And asketh her, why mournfully 
She still is gazing there. 

** It is, your Majesty," she said, 

** Because I cannot tell 
Why you should kill my father dear 

For loving yours so well." 

So wise and simple a reproof 

Went home to every heart. 
And the stricken conscience of the Queen 

Was pierced as with a dart. 

'Twas now her turn to look upon 

That well remembered face. 
And think of him, the banished one. 

In sorrow and disgrace. 

She did think, and her woman's heart 

Opened its fount of love. 
And with tears of sympathy she looks 

Upon that stricken dove. 
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She draws a just comparison 

Between that pious child, 
Who humbly kneels before her now 

So duteous and so mild, 

And she who wears the diadem 
Tom from a father's brow — 

Ah, painful thoughts affect the heart 
Of the royal Mary now. 

She thinks not of a nation's wrongs, 

Or of a spurious faith ; 
She pondereth her God's commands. 

And what the Bible saith : 

Honour thy parents that thy days, 

May long and happy be ; 
Returning with affection true 

The care bestowed on thee. 

''Arise, dear child," she says with tears, 
" Your father shall be free ; 

I cannot do the deed which would 
An orphan make of thee. 

*' Thy filial love thy father saves ; 

His honours I restore ; 
His broad fair lands, his place at court, 

And all he had before. 
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** Now go, and be it yours to break 

Your father's iron^bands ; 
For it is right he should receive 

My pardon from your hands." 

And now the dimples played again 

Upon the fair young cheek, 
And the sweet sunshine of her eyes 

Through clouds of sorrow break ; 

And lovingly the royal hand 

She kisses o'er and o'er. 
And all the knights and ladies fair 

Their blessings on her pour. 

And soon a coach with prancing steeds, 

For the Lady Lucy waits. 
And many liveried servants stand 

About the palace gates. 

They hand her in, her grateful heart 

With hope and joy is full. 
And now the dingy London streets 

Look bright and beautiful. 

And when the grim old tower walls 

Again appeared in sight 
It seemeth to the happy child 

A palace of delight. 
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And now again with kind old nurse 

She gains the corridor, 
And the sentinel with joyful haste 

Opens the prison door. 

The story of that happy time 

Too sacred is to tell ; 
So the Lady Lucy takes her leave, 

And bids you all farewell. 



ENIGMATICAL BHTMSS. 203 



ENIGMATICAL RHYMES. 

NO. 1. 

ON the verdant mountain side, 
Fresh, vigorous, young and fair, 
I passed my tranquil infant days. 
Breathing the bracing air. 

But dragged by impious hands 
From this my peaceful home, 

I lost my native freshness, 
And dark and dull became. 

At length, though unexpected, 

A change came over me : 
Kind hands unbarred my prison 

And set the captive free. 

And then, when introduced 

To the gentler sex, I own 
There never was, or can be, 

A greater favourite known. 

I'm with them in the morning, 

And in the dewy eve, 
And cheer them in their sorrow 

When friends are going to leave. 
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And not the rich alone 
My benefits receive, 
But to the poor I'm willing 
■ Strength every day to give. 

I solace them in sickness, 
I soothe them in their pain, 

And' when they're weak and comfortless, 
I cheer them up again. 

But with these many duties 

All the work I cannot do. 
So now I beg permission 

To introduce to you 

A competent auxiliary, 

And worthy friend of mine. 

Who though lowly in her origin 
Does in her station shine. 

While I am with the company, 

Diifesing animation. 
Restoring smiles and cheerfulness. 

And aiding conversation. 

My constant friend and partner 
In the kitchen sits and sings. 

Willing to do her duty there, 
Which sweet oontentment brings. 
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Sometimes she has a sable skin, 

And sometimes she ia white ; 
Sometimes her face is gloomy, 

And sometimes it is bright ; 

But where in early days 

She finds a peaceful home, 
Like me she will be faithful, 

And never wish to roam. 

One diflFerence there is in us, 

That old I never get ; *' 

And as for any sickness, 

I have never known it yet. 

But my poor working partner, 

Worn out with care and toil. 
At last is laid with shattered frame 

Upon her native soil. 



■ 

« 



ff 
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NO. 2. 

I'M one of a rather diminutive race, 
Though very much missed when I'm out of my 
place. 
If you wish much to see me, I'm found every day , 
In union most close with the great and the gay ; 
I'm with them at morning, and evening, and night, — 
Yea, scarcely or ever quite out of their sight. 
I'm found in their carriage, at all the levees. 
Where I always enjoy myself quite at my ease. 
In learning I play a conspicuous part, 
Take the lead in the graphics of nature and art ; 
I'm at home in the georgics, and sometimes in rhymes. 
And always am found in the signs of the times. 
A gentleman could not be one without me. 
And as for a judge, what a judge he would be ! 
With the engine I'm found, as it puffs and it blows. 
And, seen in the lightning, the clouds oft disclose. 
I'm known very well to belong to the night. 
And yet I can prove I'm the centre of light. 
Without me the game laws could not have been made. 
Though of my own doings I make no parade ; 
But I'm sure that by this time you know me so well. 
That much more about me 'tis needless to tell. 
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NO. 3. 

A NUMEROUS family we are, 
And found in every clime, 
Although our ancestry were not 
Of a very ancient line. 

Our servitude of toil begins 

Almost in infancy ; 
And often we are working found 

By night as well as day. 

A few in ease and elegance 

'Mid polished circles move, 
Their every want and wish supplied 

By the hand of care and love. 

Others with heavy weights oppressed 

Drag on the weary hours ; 
And rest is grudgingly allowed 

To reinstate their powers. 

Some favoured ones, when summer heat 
Dries up the verdant glade. 

And flowers hang their drooping heads, 
Work in the cool deep shade ; 
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Others unsheltered and exposed 

To the meridian ray, 
Leave off their flesh, and patiently 

Work in their bones all day. 

Others are very musical. 
And charm the raptured ear 

With sweetest strains of melody 
To charm away dull care. 

With striking pathos we attempt 
The flight of time to teach. 

Speaking with monitory voice 
To all within our reach. 

And solemn warnings too we give 

The triflers to arrest ; 
The idlers we reprove, the good 

And diUgent we bless. 

And now, deaj readers, who are we ? 

What is our name and station ? 
Our origin, and use, and what 

Our daily occupation ? 
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